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Summary: A mysterious dragon hunter bases himself on Berk and seems 
to have a strange interest in the actions of Hiccup and Astrid. What 
does The Dragon Hand see in the runt? And what does it have to do 
with Berk's finest teen warrior? 


1. This Is Berk (Hiccup) 

Berk. A fairly large island located on the east of the meridian of 
misery, it acts as a small centre piece in the barbaric archipelago. 
It is also the island that hosts my village, an iron fortress that no 
outcast, pirate or berserker can penetrate. The only thing that can 
penetrate it are the monsters that stalk the wilds, and raid the 
civilizations of our people. They are - 

"Dragons," the watchman screamed from outside my house. Looking up 
from my sketchbook, I jumped off my wooden stool and opened my 
bedroom window. I peered to my left and watched the chaos. Axes, 
swords and bolas glinted in the light of the dragon's flames. I was 
in awe at our powerful warriors, but that awe turned to fear very 
quickly when a ball of magma came hurtling towards me. I closed the 
shutter and ducked down just as the fireball exploded, leaving a 
chunk my roof in nothing but splinters and ash. I rushed to my desk, 
grabbed my sketchbook and made a dash for the battlefield. I opened 
the front door and looked out to see one of the large monsters being 
grounded as our neighbour, Phlegma the Fierce locked its snout in her 
massive hairy arms. I ran out of the house and tried to look for a 
way that I could help in the battle against the demonic 
beasts . 

Dragons, in case you didn't know, are giant reptilian monsters that 
dominate the open air with savage bloodlust, razor sharp claws and 
teeth, and the unique ability to breathe fire. Most people would flee 
at the sight of dragons ripping through the air, unleashing a 
bombardment of fire. But we do not, for we are vikings. We take the 



beasts head on with the ability of co-ordination and the might of our 
weapons, and we never relent. 


My name is Hiccup, not the best name but certainly not the worst. 
Adults give their children hideous or intimidating names to protect 
us from gnomes and trolls and other dark creatures, though most of us 
scare them off easily with a glare. A prime example of intimidating 
is Stoick the Vast, the chief of Berk. He is respected by vikings 
even beyond our island; he popped a dragon's head off its neck when 
he was just a baby, isn't that the coolest thing ever. He is also my 
father but you wouldn't be able to tell that my father was the 
powerful, bulky and fearless leader everyone knows he is. Why? 

Because I'm everything my dad isn't. I'm weak, scrawny and I don't 
think recklessly running through a battlefield, which is what I'm 
currently doing, counts as fearless. 

I was zigzagging along the village, when an axe came hurtling from 
the sky, cutting a few strands off of my furs, and then embedding 
itself into the dirt by my feet. Naturally I wrapped my hands around 
the handle and hoisted the weapon over my shoulder. Well, I tried to, 
but the axe was wedged deep into the dirt. I pulled on the weapon 
with all my might and in hopes that I would somehow develop asgardian 

strength and charge into to battle, striking fears into the hearts of 

dragons . 

"Hiccup, " someone yelled, but I ignored them. Suddenly something 
lifted me by the neck of my shirt and lifted me in the air. I could 
feel a sharp but precise pain in my back as my feet left the ground, 
in my panic I started lashing out at the dragon. As my palm slapped 
against its skin I felt it's, hair? Opening my eyes I was met with 
face of a man with an oversized lower jaw that displayed his lower 
teeth, including a metal fake one. His moustache was braided so that 
his it looked like a yellow sausage snaking over his top lip and 
drooped down his face. 

Gobber the Belch a large man who acted as my guardian whenever my dad 
is out cheifing or dragon fighting, I don't really need a guardian, I 

just let Gobber hang around because I don't want him to feel unused. 

He hoisted the earthbound axe onto his shoulder and began running 
towards the forge, with me still hanging by his hook hand. He lost 
his real hand to dragon that gobbled it up; many people in Berk have 
lost a limb, or in Gobber 's case two. 

Once in the safety of the forge Gobber lowered me back onto the 
ground and went to sharpening the axe from outside. The forge 
released gagging smoke and intense heat from the fire pit use to meld 
metal, I'd come here so often that these things didn't particularly 
bother me. I glared at Gobber as he continued to grind the axe. 

"I loosened that out you know," I stated trying to defend some of my 
dignity. Gobber looked from his work and gave me a humorous 
smile . 

"Sure you did. Hiccup" he replied with incredibly dry sarcasm. 

Silence fell between as stood there, gaping at one another as we each 
replayed what he had said. I'm not sure how long we were stuck like 
that because it wasn't until the axe chipped did we break out of our 
trance. On refocused Gobber grumbled "I need to get away from you. 
You're starting to rub off on me," 



"You should be honoured to have the traits of the chief's line," I 
retorted, grinning widely the entire time. 

"I get enough chief traits from your father, I don't need a 
toothpick's as well," 

"Who are you calling toothpick, Meathead?" 

"Who are you calling meathead. Toothpick?" 

"Eel Nose, " 

"Fishbone, " 

"One Arm, " Gobber opened his mouth to retort, stopped, started again, 
but finally settled for grumbling. I won. He scuttled towards the 
counter and placed the axe there, immediately it was snatched by a 
passing viking. I knew I wouldn't be able to sneak out to fight again 
with Gobber on watch, so I settled for measuring up all the dragons 
that flew through the village. 

The Deadly Nadder, a bird-like dragon that shot magnesium flames from 
its mouth and poisonous spines from its tail. The Hideous Zippleback, 
a twin headed dragon that made it twice as dangerous. The Lash 
Whipper, a frilled dragon with a long tail that could slice a viking 
in half. The Gronckle, a near invulnerable dragon that shoots faming 
balls of magma. And finally, the Monstrous Nightmare, a dragon that 
can set itself aflame making it the second greatest kill on the 
island . 

But the greatest kill of all has to be the Night Fury, a dragon that 
cannot be seen and can never miss a shot. Not many believe in the 
dragon because there has been no recorded sighting in over 30 years. 
But I know it's out there just waiting to be killed by my hand. A 
turned back to Gobber who was busy remoulding a mace, suddenly an 
idea came to mind and I opened my mouth to voice it but Gobber beat 
me to the punch. 

"No, your father doesn't need me right now," he called without even 
facing me. I crossed my arms and decided to look through my 
sketchbook. A multitude of images momentarily stole my gaze as I 
flipped through the pages. Dragons, vikings, weapons and a whole 
manor of landscape drawings blanketed the pages with charcoal marks. 

I was proud of each and every one of my drawings, but only one them 
managed to stop me in my tracks. 

It was a picture of a beautiful girl around my age with beautiful big 
eyes which black charcoal could not impersonate if it tried. A single 
braid of hair draped down her neck, as oppose to the two puffy braids 
she once wore 2 years ago. She stood on a cliff, leaning against her 
mother's axe with a determined look on her face as she watched the 
waves crashing before her. She was beautiful, a goddess in every 
sense of the word and her name even stated it a€" Astrid. 

Astrid and I were close friends, we would always play games together, 
she would defend me when I was attacked, and I would also make her 
feel better when she was sad. But after her uncle Finn died, she has 
done nothing but make sure that she can one day restore her family 
name. Being without Astrid has affected me more than you would think. 
Without her there to defend me the other kids have a clear chance at 



bullying me, without her there to push me forward I don't have the 
confidence to push on, without her divine presence all my luck is 
shot . 


But I don't blame her; if she associates herself with me she loses 
her chance to clear the Hofferson family name. So I can understand 
why she keeps her distance and I hold nothing against her. If it's 
anyone's fault it's everyone else's. They never give me a chance to 
prove myself, I could be one of them if they just gave me sword and 
taught me how to use it I would have ended this war by now. But 
instead they let me become the runt of the litter, not allowing me to 
unleash my viking prowess. Anger began to rage through me as I began 
pointing fingers and giving reasons for the guilt, until my Astrid 
picture stole my eyes again. I could blame everyone but her, and 
Gobber. She had done so much for me and so long she was with me, 
whether in body or on vellum, nothing could go wrong. 

"Looking at her again, are you?" The sudden close voice in my ear 
shocked me causing to tumble off of the desk, thus beginning a 
circuit of destruction. I knocked over the anvil, which clattered 
into a shelf, causing a shield to slide off and roll to a weapon rack 
holding Gobber 's hammer attachment, which fell onto one side of the 
cooling trough, causing water to splash out onto the fire pit. My 
luck has gotten so bad that one stumble can stop the production of 
essential weapons. 

I winced at the problem I caused, slowly turning to face Gobber who 
looked at me, eye brows raised to form a 'Really?' look on his face. 
Not knowing how to respond I simply shrugged and threw in an 
apologetic smile. He released an exasperated groan as he removed his 
tong attachment and replaced it with an axed appendage. 

"Since the forge is out of action, I may as well make myself useful, " 
he stated as made to leave the forge, he then stopped, turned and 
looked to me for a few seconds before pointing at me. "Stay where you 
are, " he commanded before unleashing a battle cry and charging into 
the flaming warzone. I waited a few seconds so that the large man 
could distance himself from the building, that way I could be clear 
of the area before he could see that I was gone. 

I grinned as I hopped over to a weapon rack and picked up a sword. 

Now that I had some leverage and no tough dirt to offer resistance, I 
was able to swing the sword onto my shoulder, after five seconds of 
spinning around trying to control the weapon. Once in control I 
rested the blade on my shoulder and marched out into the fray. 

**The first chapter of my first story, it feels good to have this up. 
Please don't forget to review and tell me what you think. Grammatical 
editing goes to LeisaTheGreat . Check out her stories, though I'm sure 
you already have.** 


2. Why Do The Gods Hate Me? (Hiccup) 

I stopped in my tracks as I looked out to my home, almost losing my 
grip on the sword to the shock of what my eyes presented. The 
battlefield was nightmarish, war cries rung out from both dragon and 
viking as they swung their blades at one another. Fire was 
everywhere, on houses, in fields; even the sheep ran aimlessly 
leaving a trail of fire in its path. One of said sheep was whisked 



away into a dragon's talon as it flew back to whence it came. 


This is why dragons raid us; they come to our village to steal all 
our livestock for themselves. They take everything and destroy 
everything and everyone to get to it all before mourning approaches. 
And this is why we vikings fight, cowering will run us out of house 
and home, and leaving the island will have us all stranded at sea. 

But it isn't a matter of no options that causes us to fight, it's our 
boundless courage and unlimited determination that pushes at the 
enemy. We are not just viking, we are the Hairy Hooligan tribe, the 
men of Berk, and the ones who will end this war. 

"I'm a viking," I whispered, as my eyes met a Gronckle that was 
heading for Ack ' s fishing rack. I raised my sword high and yelled at 
the top of my voice "I AM A VIKING," I charged towards the reptile as 
it began it hovered over the back of Ack ' s house. It saw me charged 
towards it and its eyes turned to slits, its mouth parted to bear its 
gnarly yellow teeth, and it released a guttural snarl. Immediately 
all my courage was drained and I stared wide eyed at stout monster 
that hovered towards me. 

_'What were you thinking? '_ I chastised myself _'You can't take on 
that thing, you'll be chewed up, spat out, burnt, then chewed up, '_ I 
really shouldn't have let those thoughts invade my mind, because the 
gruesome images left me completely paralyzed, and at the Gronckle ' s 
mercy. It opened its jaw as wide as possible and I could see the back 
of its throat glowing, the magma in its stomach was building up, to 
turn me into cinders. I screwed my eyes shut and waited for the ball 
of lava to end me. 

But it never came, instead of feeling the hot liquid dowsing me in 
dooming fluid; I heard a startling screech of pain. I opened my eyes 
to see the Gronckle wriggling on its side, trying to escape a figure 
I had never seen before, as he pressed his hand against the monster's 
underbelly. He turned to me and I took in his appearance. 

I wasn't even sure if he was a viking, he looked as though he was in 

his teens and he was skinny like me. He wore a white attire which 
looked a little bit big for him; I could only see his fingers coming 
out of the sleeves. His head donned a hood which masked all but his 
mouth in shadow. That's when I noticed that he had no weapon of any 
sort, how was he able to kill that dragon without a blade? 

"You should not be out here, young one, " he spoke in soft yet 
frightening voice that snapped back to reality. He then pointed for 
me to leave and I did not need telling twice. I rushed back to 

towards the hall, the hooded man on my mind the entire time, and I 

kept trying to understand how he managed to kill a dragon without an 
axe or a hammer, or even a dagger. As I my body moved my wondering 
mind back to the forge a battle cry rung through my ears and caught 
my attention. 

Normally such common things as a viking war call, common even without 
dragon raids, wouldn't catch my attention. But this one sounded 
almost like a valkyrie, but that's the effect a dream girl can have 
on you, everything they do is amazing. For me that goes double for 
Astrid, everything she does is perfect. Her smooth pinked skin 
glistened in light of the fire, her beautiful blue eyes shone with 
icy determination, her golden hair bounced in its braid as she 
charged straight at a Lash Whipper. 



The dragon whirled to see her charging, axe raised to strike, and let 
out a shrill cry from its parrot like beak. I watched as its 
incredibly long tail knocked the axe right out of Astrid's lean 
fingers. The tail came down to strike head but she tiger-rolled away 
from the attack, her new position putting her closer to her axe. She 
continued to gracefully dodge the massive tail as the dragon more and 
more agitated, and Astrid drew closer and closer to the fallen 
weapon . 

Unfortunately the gods had decided not to smile on her today, the 
dragon realised her strategy. The beast leaped onto the other side of 
Astrid, landing so that its lanky front paw pinned the blade to the 
ground. Astrid attempted to draw the dragon to step forward, but the 
large demon wasn't falling for her tricks, it blasted a small torrent 
of flame at her which she easily dodged. The Lash Whipper then moved 
its foot from the axe, but before Astrid could make a move to 
retrieve it, the beast clutched the handle with it tail and sent the 
blade spinning through the air. 

Astrid battle face fell, without her weapon there was no way she 
could take on the dragon now, knowing this the monster opened its 
beak and prepared a second torrent of fire to end the shocked-st ill 
blonde. Strangely the image was getting closer and closer towards me. 
That's when I realised that my sword was raised in a combat position' 
and my teeth were gritted in pure rage, and my legs were striding as 
they rushed me towards the Lash Whipper. That mindless creature was 
going to kill the one who played with me, the one who protected me, 
who gave me the greatest memories ever. She was my one true anchor to 
this world and I'm not about to let her die. 

"Leave her alone, " I roared as I brought the blade down on the 
monster to end its life. The gods weren't smiling on me either, which 
shouldn't have surprised me as much as it did, because the sword bent 
then snapped as it hit the dragon's side. Of all the blades I picked 
up in the forge, I grabbed the one that needed repairing. The dragon 
turned towards me slowly, its eye slits evidencing its mindless 
rage . 

Once again my courage was sapped from me and I took slow nervous 
steps back. The dragon continued to stare at me before it lashed out. 
It used its tail to grab Astrid around the waist and hold her in the 
air, while simultaneously pouncing on me and pinning me to the 
ground. My head hit the hard dirt to fast that all the blood in my 
body seemed to rush to my head, nearly making me faint. The dragon 
had me at its mercy, it will kill me in the most horrific and 
agonising way, but that wasn't my main concern. Astrid will be 
constricted in the Lash Whipper 's powerful tail and slowly suffocate, 
unless I did something. 

I noticed the broken blade of my sword, lying a few inches away from 
me. I attempted to reach for it, stretching my arm as far as it would 
go, my fingers grasping at air just hoping to find some purchase on 
the sharp metal. Then the dragon took in a deep breath and I knew 
there was no way for me to grab the blade, kill the beast, and save 
Astrid. I look straight at her as she swung suspended in the air 
beating at the scaly tail with her fists. 


"I'm sorry," I said and closed my eyes waiting for the inevitable. 
The Lash Whipper suddenly screeched and the weight of its paw was 



lifted from me. I rolled on to my front and lifted myself to see what 
had killed the dragon. There he was, knelt at the dragon side, his 
palm and on the monster's underbelly as it spasmed on its side. The 
white hooded man, who saved me from the Gronckle not seconds ago. A 
groan came from the side of me, I turned to see Astrid lying on her 
back clutching at her head. The hooded man walked towards her and 
bent down over her. I lifted myself up and moved to shove him away, 
even though it probably wouldn't do much I had to try and protect 
her. Before my hands could hit his side, the man lifted a hand to me. 
I'm not sure if it was a signal of surrender or a threat of attack, 
but his intimidating persona had me leaning towards the second 
option . 

"I do not mean her harm, young one," he said in his strong a€" soft 
voice. He then lifted Astrid in his arms and turned to me. "Do you 
know a safe place we can take her?" he asked. Instantly I forgot 
about the questioning the strange man and focused on where to take 
Astrid. The forge was not ideal because there far too much stuff 
clattered around to lay her down. Gobber should really clean up that 
place . 

Getting to Astrid' s house meant taking her through the major parts of 
the village, where the most battles were taking place, and running 
through an army of dragons and viking when your only protector is 
carrying an unconscious girl is not the greatest of strategies. My 
house had already taken damage so that wasn't an option. The only 
safe place would be a€" 

"The great hall, " I exclaimed, before rushing to steps of that lead 
to the large doors in the side of the mountain. Why hadn't I thought 
of that place first? It has large thick doors and the mountain acts 
as a shield around it. My feet pedalled forward as I neared the base 
of the steps, the white cloaked man a few steps behind me with Astrid 
in his hands. 

"Don't worry, Astrid," I whispered under my breath "I'll make sure 
you're safe," On my way up to the steps I saw Gobber knocking a 
Zippleback on one of its heads, while another viking pinned the other 
head to the ground. Once the Zippleback went limp, Gobber turned 
around and looked straight at me with an astonished face, but the 
worst was yet to come. The viking pinning the dragon also turned to 
reveal his face. 

Gunner Hofferson, Astrid' s father, eyed the hooded stranger, then 
Astrid as she lay in his arms, before finally turning his eyes to me. 
His face grew livid and his bored into my soul. His thundered towards 
us, Gobber following as he shook his head and let out a long tired 
sigh. I looked to Astrid as she lay in their arms, I knew exactly 
what they were thinking, that it was my fault Astrid is hurt and they 
are probably right . 

"Lead on, " the stranger said to me "We need to get her out of the 
open, " he explained. 

"They're going to want to talk to me," I said pointing to the two 
approaching men. Gunnar looked ready to rip off my head; he was even 
cracking his knuckles as he approached. 

"They can talk to you inside, where she has better chance of 
surviving," I didn't argue for two reasons. One, he was right 



Astrid's safety was our priority, not explaining to my elders. Two, I 
really didn't want to explain to my elders at all, so I jumped at the 
opportunity to avoid it. We hustled up the steps, ducking as a Nadder 
passed overhead with a lamb in each of its talons, and I pushed open 
the giant door to allow the stranger entrance into the ginormous 
fortress. He carefully set Astrid down on one of the tables. 

"We'll wait here," he declared "Until she regains consciousness, " I 
nodded as a massive creak and slam was heard from the doors of the 
hall . 

"HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK THE THIRD," Gunnar boomed as his massive 
steps echoed through the hall. Why do the gods hate me? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Why indeed. I don't think Mr Hofferson is happy, let's 
hope he only 'partially' mutilates Hiccup. See 'round next time. 
Grammar editing by LeisaTheGreat . <strong> 


3. Dragon Hand (Stoick-Hiccup) 

**Just to let you know your about to read to different P.O.V's I'll 
let you work out whose is whose.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As a viking, you must protect your family, provide for them, care 
for them, and console them when they are troubled. As a viking chief, 
your prioritises are the same but they extend to not only your 
household, but your entire village. Many who were given this burden 
embraced it, proud that the village looked up to them before anyone 
else, others threw themselves over cliffs because of the 
stress . <p> 

When my father told me that I would have to, one day, take up this 
role, I was on the fence of these two groups. I wasn't exactly 
prideful, but I wasn't afraid either, I was uncertain. Uncertain of 
my ability to lead a village, uncertain of my birthright, and 
uncertain of my capability to follow my family legacy. My dad saw my 
uncertainty so he took me out into the forest behind our house, not 
telling me where we were going or why. We eventually stopped outside 
of a clearing, the grass blades reached up to my boots, twisting and 
bending with the wind. A sparse number of yellow flowers dotted 
around the small field and at its centrepiece was a large rock that 
rooted itself very firmly into the tough dirt. 

My father stood by the rock and told me to bang my head against it. 
When he gave me that command I looked at him as if he'd gone crazy, 
before shrugging my shoulders and stepping forward. I knew better 
than to question my father's intentions, he always did things for a 
reason even if I didn't agree with them. I stood in front of the 
boulder, looking to my father once more confirmation of his order. He 
simply nodded, gesturing to the rock. I squeezed my eyes together and 
thrust my head against the stone surface. The sound of something 
cracking rung in ears and I cried out in pain, nursing my head as my 
father chuckled, I glared at him with anger until he spoke. 

"It's not your head that's cracked, son," he stated in his thick 



accent . I looked back to the boulder and received the shock of my 
life. The rock had split in two; a ginormous crack ran right through 
it. I turned back to my father, an expression of disbelief plastered 
to my face as he grinned widely. 

"You see son, " he said jovially gesturing to the two stone segments 
"This is what a viking can do, he can crush mountains, level forests, 
tame seas. If you can crush that rock, Stoick, " he said kneeling down 
in front of me, his large arms on my shoulders "Then you can lead a 
village, " It was on that day that I realised what I was and what I 
had to live up to, and thanks to father I wasn't afraid what was 
expected of me. 

"Stoick, Nightmare incoming, " Skjor Thorston yelled to me, snapping 
my attention from my thoughts. I turned to where he pointed to see a 
demon, coated in flames, which made it look as though it came from 
the pits of Muspelheim itself. The Monstrous Nightmare, only the best 
vikings are able to take on these beasts, and as chief that includes 
me. I charged the creature, ignoring the flames that licked its body 
and pounded my hammer against its skull. The Nightmare screeched in 
pain, turning to face me it snapped its giant maw at my hand trying 
to crush it in its massive teeth. I sidestepped to the left and 
delivered a swift blow to the dragon's eye, its juices oozing onto 
the stone head of my hammer. Before the monster had a chance to 
attack again, I brought my hammer down on its neck, crushing its 
windpipe and leaving to choke on the dirt. 

I looked over the battlefield, watching as viking attacked dragon 
with stone and metal. We were losing sheep and fish because of these 
mindless reptiles, but thanks to our catapults taking down large 
numbers of the beasts, we weren't losing what we couldn't recover. In 
fact we were, in a sense, winning the monsters weren't able to take 
much from us, fairly soon they'd learn that they won't survive if 
they continue their raids and will leave us be. 

Suddenly an unknown sound echoed over the island, causing us, even 
some of the dragons, to stop and listen. It was a strange whistling 
sound, like something was ripping through air like a sword through 
grass. The dragons then began chirping and trilling in apparent 
excitement as I tried to find where the sound was coming from, it was 
like it was everywhere at once. Then the whistling stopped, just as a 
catapult suddenly exploded into pieces. Shrapnel and timber came 
falling from the tower. 

I couldn't fathom what happened; our catapult had just exploded on 
its own accord, no explanation. Hiccup, it just had to be, he was 
probably trying to use the device himself. Nothing and no one else 
could just destroy something of huge importance without being 
enchanted by Loki . I don't like to think of the boy as that, but what 
other is there to describe a child who has the ability to make a huge 
mess out of everything? 

I began looking over the battlefield for the boy to give him the 
chastising he needed. When the same whistle came again from above, 
the culprit wasn't Hiccup. It was a dragon, believed to be legend, 
known toppling villages without anyone catching a glimpse. 


"Night Fury, " Skjor called to everyone who immediately 
panicked . 



"Get down," I yelled it was the only piece of advice I could offer. I 
grabbed a cart to the side of me and used it to cover me from the 
dragon's legendary fire. Vikings around me did the same, and the 
dragons around took advantage of our defensive position to move in on 
the unprotected sheep. By the end of the night most of our livestock 
was being carted away by the demonic creatures. The Night Fury had 
managed to destroy all our catapults and a part of our armoury, there 
was no chance of rebuilding before the next raid. I just thought the 
day couldn't get much worse, until I heard an all too familiar 
name, " 

"HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOK THE THIRD," roared a voice from the open 
door of the great hall. I let out an exasperated sigh as Skjor came 
to my side a placed a hand on my shoulder. 

"How is your boy is able to cause more trouble than my two without 
even trying," I knew he was trying to lighten my mood but it wasn't 
exactly working. We just lost a raid, the village was heavily 
damaged, and the only livestock we had left were a few chickens and a 
baby yak. The last thing I needed to deal with right now was a 
'Hiccup' situation. 

I reluctantly walked up the steps, preparing to face what my boy had 
done. I walked through the door and saw a strange white hooded 
teenager, standing with his arms crossed in between Gunnar Hofferson 
and my son. Cobber was standing behind Gunnar trying to calm him 
down, clearly the lanky stranger and Gunnar were arguing. Hiccup 
spotted me; he looked guiltily at me and stepped away from behind the 
stranger. He then turned to a figure who was lying on one of the 
tables, Astrid Hofferson. I should have guessed, I knew Hiccup had a 
thing for the Hofferson child, it only made sense that he was 
involved in any predicament she faced. 

"What has my boy done this time?" I yelled getting everyone's 
attention. Gunnar wheeled round and got right in my face. 

"Your boy, " he said pointing at the child who was now fidgeting with 
his thumbs nervously, "has nearly killed my daughter, " 

"How so, Gunnar?" I said angered at the accusation. Hiccup had done 
many stupid things, but I refused to believe he was stupid enough to 
get someone killed. 

"That boy angered a dragon, causing it to come after him and my 
daughter, " his accusation actually made sense, though I hated to 
admit it. I turned to Gobber to hear what he had to say, he simply 
shrugged telling me he could vouch for neither side. 

"That boy saved the girl's life," the stranger spoke, his hood caused 
shadow to cover his entire face, his voice sounded oddly ominous, his 
entire attitude and appearance was unnerving. Gunnar turned his glare 
to the teen, hovering over him. The boy remained still not even 
threatened by the man who could literally toss him out of the 
hall . 

"Don't you involve yourself in this," Gunnar hissed at the teen. 
"You're not from here, an-" 

"I was a witness to what happened, I deserve my say," the white clad 
boy interupted, his voice slightly darkening, making Gunnar step back 



in surprise. 


The hooded teen continued, "When I saw the dragon, your daughter was 
fighting it, alone. I ran over to assist her, but by the time I was 
half way there, she was pinned and finished. I would have never been 
able to reach her in time, if Hiccup hadn't stalled the 
beast, " 

Hiccup shifted uncomfortably on his feet, rubbing his neck and 
looking away from everyone. Gunnar huffed in disagreement refusing to 
believe what he said. He opened his mouth to argue but a groan 
interupted him from behind Hiccup. 

Astrid sat up, clutching at her head and gritting her teeth in pain. 
Hiccup was up and by her side in an instant, rambling a number of 
apologies to the girl. The hooded stranger chuckled and tapped 
Hiccup's shoulder to get his attention. 

"Easy, young one," he said in a cheery voice. "She fell on her head, 
and I don't think a constant string of loud noises in her ear is 
going to help her heal, " 

Hiccup shut his mouth and turned to Astrid and whispered "I'm so 
sorry," to the girl. The young girl glared at the lanky child and 
moved to get off the tale, only to be pushed down by the hooded 
teen . 

"Easy, you gonna have a concussion after that blow to the head, so 
you lie back for a few minutes so that your senses can stop 
spinning, " he smiled to her, releasing his grip on her when he felt 
she stopped resisting. I finally had enough with this mysterious 
outsider; I stepped up to him and stared coldly at him. 

"Who are you?" I asked the boy who turned to face me, an emotionless 
expression on his face. 

"I am the Dragon Hand," he stated "I am a dragon hunter gifted by 
Odin with the ability to down a dragon with my touch, " Hiccup then 
whispered still clearly worried for Astrid. 

"It's true, he just put his hand on that Lash Whipper and it keeled 
over, " 

"And why are you on Berk?" I questioned, we could use a dragon hunter 
on the island to help with the raids. 

"I am here because I'm tailing a specific prize," he explained, I 
didn't need to guess what he was hunting, but he voiced it anyway. 
"The Night Eury, " 

Gunnar then started laughing "The Night Eury is just a legend, it 
doesn't even exist," he stated between guffaws. 

"It does," I grumbled "It just attacked us, allowed the other dragons 
to take all our livestock, " I looked back at the hooded hunter and 
relaxed my face into a calmer expression. "How long are you planning 
to stay here?" 

Dragon Hand in turn shrugged "With your permission, until that 
infernal devil moves or when I kill it, " I grunted in agreement and 



shook his hand to confirm it. 


* * 


* 


><p>Dad, Dragon Hand, Gobber and Gunnar all made their way out of the 
hall, my father and the hunter appeared to be discussing the terms of 
his stay. I felt a wave of relief wash over me when I realised dad 
wouldn't skin me alive, this time. I'd have to thank Dragon Hand, but 
why? Why would he defend a fishbone like me? No one would knowingly 
do that, then again he wasn't very muscly either so maybe that was 
why . <p> 

"I didn't need your help, you know?" a heavenly but equally angry 
voice came from behind me. I slowly turned to see Astrid, sat up, 
glaring at me with her beautiful blue eyes. Despite how I felt about 
her, I couldn't help but feel scared by her anger. 

"A-Astrid, " I stuttered trying to think of what to say, but she cut 
me off. 

"Look, Hiccup. I'm not some defenceless damsel who needs saving, I 
can take of myself, " she declared, holding her head up high to 
support this claim. I didn't know how to respond without upsetting 
her, so I just hung my head and said the only thing I have ever said 
to everyone except Gobber. 

"I'm sorry," I whispered. 

"Yeah? Well you will be if you try it again, " she warned, hopping off 
the table and walking past me. She was three paces away from me, 
before she turned to face me. It was then that I saw something I 
hadn't seen in years and hoped I would never see again, Astrid was 
crying . 

Well not exactly crying, more like tearing up, but it hurt me just as 
bad. She then walked back to me and hugged me and I heard her sniffle 
against my tunic. 

"I'm sorry Hiccup, " she croaked in my ear. "I didn't mean it, I 
just-," I decided to interrupt, she wasn't doing herself any 
favours . 

"Astrid, I get it, " I spoke softly trying to keep her from crying for 
real. "You need to prove that the Hoffersons aren't weak. And to do 
that you need to harden yourself, " I reluctantly pushed away from our 
embrace to look her right into her eyes. "I don't expect you to be 
the same as before the Flightmare. I expect you to be tougher, braver 
and that's just what you're becoming. You don't need to worry about 
being meaner to me, because I know that in your heart you don't mean 
it, " 

She looked at me for a few seconds before nodding. Unexpectedly a few 
bangs of her fell in front of her eye, masking it in beautiful gold. 
Astrid reached up to move them back in place, but I stopped her by 
carefully grabbing her wrist. 

"Don't do that," I said smiling "It looks cute like that," I swear 
all the heat from the sun concentrated onto my face when I said that, 
and it looked as though Astrid was suffering from the same 
thing . 



"Thanks, " she said. Then she raised a fist and punched me on the 
shoulder. I instinctively clutched at the wound and looked at her, 
hurt. "That's for trying to be a hero," she declared smirking at me, 
letting me know it was just a joke. Then she didn't something I don't 
think either of us expected, she grabbed my tunic and placed her lips 
on my cheek. 

"What was that one for?" I asked, face redder than a rose. Astrid 
eyes were wide and she became extremely flustered. 

"Th-That was be-because urn, because, " she stuttered trying to word 
what she wanted to say. She then breathed to calm herself down and 
spoke again. "That was for, everthing else," she then ran out of the 
hall, leaving me to watch her beautiful form escape through the 
doors . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>That ' s it, prologue complete, now the REAL story begins. 

I hope you enjoyed what you've seen so far, it's awesome writing 
this. LeisaTheGreat checked this story and says I made no mistakes 
this time, yay for me. Anyway I hope you enjoyed this chapter, see ya 
peeps . <strong> 


4. A Place Amongst Them (Hiccup) 

For some reason that dragon raid 9 years ago had been on my mind 
recently, it was the last time Astrid and I had spoken or practically 
looked at one another. We would sometimes exchange short glances, but 
those were always accidental and she would always glare at me for it. 
That memory popped up in my head often enough, if only to remember 
that kiss, but for the past week or so it has been on my mind, all 
day, every day. 

"Hiccup, " a voice jerked me from my thoughts. I looked up from my 
plate to face Balder. Balder Blesi is not from Berk, he washed up 
with the wreckage of a long boat when I was 6. His parents had 
supposedly died in a hurricane that swept up the long boat. Balder 
had stayed on the island since then, acting as bartender in the great 
hall, serving drinks, and making delicious cuisine that is apparently 
common where he comes from. I swear to Odin himself, if Balder could 
meet the regular needs to enter Valhalla, the gods would allow him 
in, simply to eat his cooking. 

"What is it?" I asked slightly annoyed that Balder had bothered me, 
though I do appreciate his attention. He is the only friend I have on 
Berk, well only current friend. He would all check on me when we 
passed, we'd often swap witty put-downs, and he is a good listener, I 
have even told him some of my closest secrets without him forcing 
them out of me. Balder twirled a chicken on the rotating spit and 
dribbled one of his various sauces over the perfectly cooked 
bird . 

"I was just wondering if you wanted some chicken with your plate," he 
grinned childishly, as he looked at my confused state. I looked back 
to my plate and saw that it was indeed empty, I had been so locked in 
thought I had been eating thin air for-. "Thirty minutes," Balder 
stated, as if reading my mind. I sighed at his antic as he kept 



grinning like a Cheshire cat, absentmindedly drying a tankard. 


"Is there something you actually want?" I asked. 

"Yeah, you to stop scratching at the plates, that's a waste of wood 
right there, " 

"I'd be more concerned about our food supply, the fishing boats came 
empty again today, " 

Raider's smile seemed to falter for a few milliseconds, before rising 
"Geez, tell me about it, I haven't made battered cod in months," I 
unintentionally hummed in delight at the thought of that delicious 
crust that only Balder could make. Balder laughed at my reaction and 
I couldn't help but laugh along with him. 

"Speaking of fish, " Balder said as he calmed down "Could you take 
this basket of herbs to the Ingerman's?" he asked, while presenting a 
medium sized basket. "I'm overrun here," 

I raised an eyebrow and looked around the great hall. Granted, there 
were a large number of people in the ginormous building, but I knew 
it was nothing Balder couldn't handle. "Doesn't look very busy," I 
informed, as I was finishing my sweep of the hall, my eyes fell on 
Astrid. Her appearance had really changed all that much from 9 years 
ago; her hair was still tied in a simple braid that hung down her 
back. Her brown tunic from all those years was now replaced with 
sleeveless shirt, that lined her lithe frame with various shades of 
blue. She was sitting a large table with her friends, near the 
entrance to the hall. That's when I cottoned on to what my snake of a 
friend was up to. 

I turned my head slowly back to the young adult whose Cheshire grin 
had widened and eyebrows had begun wiggling very suggestively. I 
scowled as I took the basket and made my way to the door. I didn't 
even argue with Balder for two reasons. One - This isn't the first 
time the bartender had tried to put me in close proximity with 
Astrid. Meaning he had learnt all my protests and knew how to counter 
act them. Two a€" I truthfully really did want to get closer to 
Astrid just to see her reaction, even if I already knew what it would 
be. She'd just ignore me or send me one of her legendary glares if I 
manage at least catch her attention. 

I decided to keep my gaze off Astrid directly, to avoid her noticing 
me staring, and looked over to her table guests. 

On the opposite end of the table were the Thorston twins, Ruffnut and 
Tuffnut. These two were the island's most feared pranksters, they are 
notorious for tipping yaks, stealing essentials, one time they 
somehow managed to steal my dad's favourite mace from the armoury, 
which was guarded by six men and every entrance was locked ad shut, 
checked nearly every minute. How they pulled that one off I'll never 
know. You can always tell when there up to something thanks to the 
grinning of the male twin, and the cackling of the female twin. When 
they are not tearing apart Berk, which can be surprisingly often, 
they are fighting amongst themselves. Now I have no sibling to prove 
myself correct, but I don't think sibling rivalry should involve 
bashing the other's skull against a stone wall. But Ruffnut has 
proudly claimed that if you hit her brother's skull in just the right 
way, you can play a song on him. They can supposedly get into trouble 



anywhere, even in an empty room. 


On one of the table ends sat a giant of a viking teen with incredible 
muscle, though despite this Fishlegs is a very gentle soul. Like me, 
he is not a typical 'hit what makes you angry' kind of viking, in 
fact he was the exact opposite. He's kind, gentle, and detests 
violence and always tries to avoid it. You may be asking 'If Fishlegs 
is the same as me how he has friends and I don't?' The answer is 
simple, while Fishlegs is not a traditional viking he is far from 
being unviking-like. Not only does he has the muscles of a warrior, 
but also the knowledge of an elder. He knows everything there is to 
know about anything, traditions, rules, lore, history, and most 
importantly dragons. He knows the Dragon Manual inside and out, which 
makes him incredibly useful when you need quick facts on our 
reptilian enemies. 

But the one I feared the most was sat right next to Astrid, his big 
muscly arm hovering to wrap around her shoulders. Snotlout Jorgenson, 
my cousin and tormentor, nothing could compare to the tortures my 
cousin would inflict upon me when I was little, except maybe the 
things he does to me now. The most tormenting thing he ever did was 
taunt and laugh at me when Astrid began hanging out with him and the 
other teens instead of me. Though I'm used to his bullying and 
fighting now, so I just ignore him and if he chooses to attack, I 
will endure it. The only thing that Snotlout can do to really get to 
me angry, which I hide very well, is flirting with Astrid, like he is 
right now. It's not that I'm jealous, I'm not, it's just Astrid' s 
expression, words, and the fact that she has just now dislocated his 
elbow makes it obvious that she is not interested. But still Snotlout 
continues day after day to treat her like 'his' girl. 

I realised I had stopped my pace and quickly resumed my walk out of 
the hall. Hopefully no one noticed me and had noticed me or, in 
Astrid' s case, decided to ignore me, that way I could leave without 
any ridicule. Unfortunately the gods had I decided that I needed some 
attention at that moment. 

"Hey, Fishstick, " Ruffnut called, a dark grin spreading across her 
face. Everyone's eyes turned to me, except for Tuffnut who turned to 
her sister, then me, then her sister again. He punched the back of 
her head before speaking. 

"It's Fishbone, idiot," I rolled my eyes as the two siblings began 
one of their fifteenth fight of the day, that I knew of. While 
Tuffnut was busy pinning his sister to their bench in a very 
uncomfortable fashion, Snotlout decided to restart Ruffnut 's torment 
attempt . 

"What you been up to, cus?" he asked grinning, "picking pretty 
flowers for your collection?" he attempted to speak in a feminine 
voice but it sounded more like a squeaking mouse. From behind him I 
could see Fishlegs raising his hand and opening his mouth slightly, 
before lowering his arm and keeping his mouth shut. 

'Smart move. Legs, ' I thought, I'm a little upset that Fishlegs 
didn't come to my defence, and explain that the basket in my hands 
was his family's order, though that could result on Snotlout turning 
on the boy. While Fishlegs could easily knock down Snotlout at least 
twelve pegs and run the group, he is far too gentle and cowardly to 
take such actions; just a cold stare from my black haired cousin 



could give the shy teen nightmares. 


I exaggerated an eye roll and turned to keep going, from the corner 
of my eyes I saw Astrid shaking head at my retreating figure, no 
emotion displayed on her face. Pushing the door open with my foot, I 
escaped into the open air of the island. As I took the steps down I 
gave a short thank you to the gods above, they may have but me in 
that situation but at least they didn't kept back the more hurtful 
insults and kept Snotlout's fists at his sides. 

As I finished my prayer, I looked up to the skies and the intricate, 
white designs that the clouds added to the sky above as the red 
horizon slowly lessened and a dark blue to control of the canvas. I 
watched as the clouds slowly paced over the skyline, in no rush to be 
anywhere at anywhen. No need to concern about anything. Sometimes I 
wish I could be amongst the clouds away from the expectations of 
lineage and elders. A sigh escaped my lips as I directed my eyes back 
to in front of me and continued to the Ingerman household. 

I lightly tapped the door with my foot causing it open enough for me 
to enter, even though Berk trusted people enough to enter their 
houses, I felt at wrong for being inside the building. I almost feel 
like Fishlegs' father is going to appear out of thin air and kill me 
for trespassing before I have a chance to explain myself, not as if 
he would care anyway. Despite what you might think the village's 
opinion of me has changed, and if it has it's only gotten worse. Some 
people even believe I was sent by Loki to bring about an end to the 
tribe, and honestly it would surprise me if they're right. 

I shook those thoughts from my head, I shouldn't think like that, 
because I plan to change everyone's opinion of me, by killing a 
dragon. But not just a Nadder or a Gronckle, not even a simple 
Spitsnap. I plan on holding up the heart of the Night Fury, the 
Dragon Hand had previously claimed the unholy creature as his prey, 
but I plan to beat him to it . I know my chances are slim, near 
impossible, but none the less I strive to reach my goal. 

A loud cry of battle followed by a beastly screech caught my 
attention. I ran over to the wooden door, and was met by the sight of 
a Monstrous Nightmare chasing a flock of sheep across the field. The 
fiery reptile must have sensed my eyes on it as it turned to look 
straight at me . I saw the plume of fire erupting from its snout, and 
instinctively slamming the door shut, pressing my body against it to 
keep the force from the blast from opening the door and burning my 
refuge. I could feel the heat almost scolding my back as the fires 
and licked at the wooden door. When the torrent had stopped and the 
force I was pushing against ceased I let a small smile grace my 
lips . 

"Dragons, " I exclaimed, this was it my chance to prove to the tribe, 
that I had a place amongst them. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Another chapter out on display, and were finally up to 
date. I was planning on extending the prologue to introduce Balder 
properly, but I felt that he didn't really need it. Show your love 
and leave a review, thank you. <em>Blue<em>* * 



5. My Place Amongst Them (Astrid) 


**Once again a different point of view, but not split POV this time 
it's all the way through.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I was sat in the great hall, mind completely blank, not paying 
any attention to anything, just staring off into nothingness. I 
wasn't zoned out of the world, just not paying attention to it. There 
was really nothing for me to pay attention to. There were no fights 
to watch, no speeches from the Chief, and definitely no dragons to 
deal with, at least not right now. Until a few years ago, I would 
always be vigilant, watching holes in the walls and doors for 
Terrible Terrors. Terrible Terrors were very small dragons, but 
nonetheless dangerous, especially in packs. I had made it my unspoken 
duty to deal with any of the reptilian pests if they ever showed up 
in a food barrel, or someone's tankard. But now that Balder had made 
his living by acting as the hall keeper. Terrors are dealt with 
before I can get myself battle ready. That is one of the many things 
about Balder that make me suspicious. I'm not sure why, but whenever 
I catch a glimpse of him; he always seems to look to me at the same 
exact moment and gives me a knowing smile, like he knows something. 

He clearly doesn't hide it either but even if he does know 
'something' about me, I just brush off the weird looks, it's not like 
he knows something important . <p> 

Though it slightly annoys me that the lanky viking has taken my 
Terror tasks as his own, I don't complain. Terrors are too small a 
dragon to be proud of killing. Which is why I can barely wait for 
dragon killing tomorrow, my feet are tapping away with impatience, 
just wanting the day to end now. I know what most might think at 
first glance, there was no way that I could survive dragon killing, 
never mind be the top student. Well those who think that are 
incompetent, I can take care myself better than any of the other 
teens . 

Snotlout is, admittedly, muscular and has plenty of potential. But 
despite his strength, he puts absolutely nothing behind it, except 
brainless arrogance and extremely annoying flirtations, all of which 
are directed to me. Though I suppose the flirting is a symptom of his 
arrogance, as are many other things. Such as his 'battle prowess', 
his 'bravery', his 'dragon killing skills', and his 'right' to the 
chiefdom. What he doesn't realise is that he is actual at a fairly 
low score in all of those categories. 

Fishlegs is also buff, albeit more mass than muscle, but still 
incredible strong. But he is a coward, which I can slightly 
understand. The large viking just can't wrap his head around fighting 
techniques. Don't be fooled, he understands and puts his best into 
getting it right. He just always ends up making a mistake, in his 
swing, recovery, or stance, and just can't seem to get a perfect hit. 
Though he is a poor fighter, he has earned his place as an 
intellectual. He knows practically everything about dragons, history, 
and law. He would make a great advisor for a General, or even a 
member of the chief's council. 

The twins are probably the most competent in battle, aside from me. 
Then again they have had more battle experience, considering they 
beat on each other every time they have the opportunity and reason. 



Though the reasoning is mainly petty and stupid, much like the two 
themselves. Yes, they have incredible understanding of all combat 
aspects, but other than that you wouldn't even know if they had 
functioning brains, or if they even had brains at all. 

I was the only one who has all of their best qualities, if only 

slightly less than equal. I was strong, smart and incredibly 
co-ordinated, even most adults feared to upset me. And that was what 
made my dad proud; it made the whole village proud. I was the most 
promising viking on Berk, the others followed close behind, and were 
certain to earn a place somewhere on the island. All of them, except 
one. He was sat at in the very corner of the room, where no one would 
attract attention to him and he wouldn't gain any, with the exception 
of Balder who was now idly chatting with tiny boy. 

Hiccup, really lived up to his name. He screwed up in everything he 
did, from carpentry, to farming, but most of dragon killing, and that 
happens to be the one he is most persistent to be involved in. He 
doesn't seem to realise that by running out into the open, he has 
caused equal damage to the village as the dragons have, if not a 

slight less. It annoys me that he can't seem to realise that is 

simply not cut out for dragons, but it infuriates me when I hear him 
talking about the Night Fury. The Night Fury, the Unholy Offspring of 
Lightning and Death itself, has never been seen by anyone, let alone 
hunted and killed. It can cause havoc upon us, destroying all of our 
defences with its demonic fire without giving us a glimpse of its 
form. And Hiccup thinks he can just somehow, catch it, kill it, and 
present its head to the town, just like that. Though I don't 
understand his logic, I can understand his drive. He is weak and 
scrawny, making it hard to live up to the expectations of the 
village. As the heir to Berk's chiefdom, he needs to prove himself a 
viking, which is unachievable. Unless he can kill a dragon, and due 
to his weak appearance and reputation, a Night Fury is the best 
target . 

"What are you staring at Astrid?" Ruffnut chimed giving me her casual 
grin, which looked more creepy than casual. I glared at her for 
interrupting my thoughts and absentmindedly chewed on my honeyed 
bread roll. 

"Nothing important," I responded coldly, silently telling I'm not in 
a talkative mood. Everyone seemed to get the gist, as they 
immediately turned to talk amongst themselves. Suddenly a loud 
clatter was heard as a girl, around six years old, dropped a large 
stack of cutlery on the floor after being pushed by other kids around 
the same age. I considered intervening but I was beaten to it by 
Gobber. The large man began chastising the tykes, who had the sense 
to keep quiet and look shamefully at the floor. 

A sigh from Ruffnut caught my attention. Considering peaceful exhales 
aren't something to expect from the chaotic twin, I turned to give 
her an inquisitive look. Meeting my gaze she exclaimed solemnly "I 
remember when that was us, " Her brother, who was looking at the same 
event, sighed in agreement, "Pushing around Hiccup, getting in 
trouble for it, yak tipping, chicken robbing, sheep tossing, " he 
listed, counting each one on his fingers. "You still do that now," I 
interrupted Tuffnut, giving both of them a deadpan look. Tuffnut 
scowled at me and Ruff just sneered "Yeah well what did do that was 
so great when you were a kid?" 



I opened my mouth to retort with my various childhood memories, but 
no words left my lips. I found myself asking the same question. What 
did I do when I was young? The more I thought about it, the more my 
mind blanked out and I could barely see straight in front of me. 

There was a dark blur in front of me, blocking out everything in 
sight. A whining ring in my ears and the sounds around me became dull 
echoes in the back of my mind. A strange grey smoke gathered in my 
mind, the waving wisps creating faded images. It terrified me, the 
white noise, the black screen, and the grey fog that filtered into my 
head . 

It all came to an incredible halt when I felt something heavy on my 
shoulders. I grunted at the force of which the weight was planted on 
me and turned to see the cause. I was met by the sight of Snotlout's 
arm resting behind my neck, a sight I see often, far too often. "She 
was busy being the damn best female viking this island has ever 
seen, " He stated. There were three things that aggravated me about 
his actions. One a€" He touched me, something I have told him not to 
do, ever. Two a€" Despite his attempts to defend my honour and 'woo' 
me, his arrogance has not only annoyed me, it has also come out as a 
sexist remark that has insulted me. I glared directly at him as he 
turned to look right at me. Which brings me to number three a€" He 
just ignores how pissed I am at him and proceeds to continue his 
hopeless flirtations. Knowing the words that are about to follow his 
sentence, I begin my usual technique. I breath slowly and calmly 
caging in all my anger into the back of my mind, and wait for the 
next words to leave his vile mouth. 

"Isn't that right, babe?" At the very last word I exhaled, releasing 
all of my caged in aggression. My right arm shot up to his wrist, 
which was draped over my shoulder, and lifted the heavy arm off of my 
neck. I then twisted, slowly and painfully, Snotlout's petty squeaks 
of pain making a beautiful tune, like music to my ears. 

Movement caught my attention from the end of the table. Hiccup stood 
there, a large basket of herbs in his hand; he had stopped on his way 
out to watch us. I brushed my frustrating bangs out of my face as 
analysed him. I couldn't tell what was going through his head, but I 
couldn't care less. What Hiccup does is none of my business. Hiccup 
seemed to realise he was staring at us, shook his head, and continued 
on his way out of the hall. Ruff must have seen me looking, because 
she called out to Hiccup up. I decided to just block out the 
conversation and just look at Hiccup. 

I could see the hurt in his eyes, despite his sarcastic retorts and 
snarky eye rolls, the hurt was always in his eyes. It sent a weird 
churn in my stomach, but I ignored it and kept a blank expression on 
my face. As he left, Snotlout rose to follow and undoubtedly torment, 
and possibly injure, the scrawny boy. I grabbed the large viking's 
arm and gave him a warning glare to leave it be. Snotlout then 
questioned . 

"Why do you care what happens to him?" I wasn't surprised by his 
question, I expected it. But I didn't expect to find myself without 
answer again. It then all came back, the black shades, the white 
screeching, the grey smog, but this time a whisper played in the back 
of my mind. "I don't expect you to be the samea€ 1 " then everything 
cleared back up, I was back in the hall. Snotlout had removed his arm 
from my grasp and was now looking at everyone leaving the a€" wait, 
what ? 



For some reason all of the adults were charging out of the hall, 
weapons in hand, battle cries chorusing through the air. It didn't 
take me long for my wits to come back to me, and I knew exactly what 
was going on. "Dragons," I called out and began giving everyone their 
orders. "Fishlegs, Snoutlout, get the water cart. Ruff, Tuff, gather 
the buckets. All of you, meet me outside the forge," Without another 
word, the four of them rushed from the hall, with me right behind 
them. Upon exiting the large building, I was met with the sight of 
fire, warriors, and more importantly my enemy. It was time for me to 
use my place amongst the tribe. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXstrong>Wait a minute... I'M BACK. OORAH ! Bout time, huh? So I 
have three chapters out here for you, please enjoy. And don't worry 
BoD chapters should be up soon too.<strong> 


6. Aren't I The Same? (Astrid) 

"Stop," Stoick roared at the small rambling form of his son. "Just, 
stop, " his breathed on each word, in an attempt to calm himself, but 
it had very little effect that was clear to everyone in the centre of 
the village. Well, what was left of it. The dragons had once again 
successfully raided the village, again. They had taken and destroyed 
nearly everything we had. A large amount of our dwindling fish 
supply, several yaks, and an entire flock of sheep had been stolen in 
one night. And the small auburn haired boy had been no help by 
allowing a captured group of dragons to escape. 

"Every time you step outside, disaster falls. Can you not see that I 
have bigger problems? Winter is almost here, and I have an entire 
village to feed," I was sat by the path to the chief's house, the 
others standing around me as we watched Stoick chastise his son. 
Snotlout was looking incredibly smug about the events before him. 

Tuff had a crooked smile, and Ruff looked like she was trying to stop 
a cackle. Fishlegs had a surprisingly unreadable look on his face, 
and I-. I actually wasn't sure what expression I held, it felt like a 
frown but it seemed half hearted and the glare that commonly 
accompanied seemed strangely tired. 

"Well between you and me, the village could do with a little less 
feeding, don't you think?" I cringed at Hiccup's retort. When you're 
speaking to a chief, the idea is to not make a joking matter of the 
situation. I heard Ruffnut chuckle slightly at the scrawny teen's 
remark, if only slightly. I looked amongst the crowd of sneering 
vikings, finding Cobber and Dragon Hand. The large moustached man was 
leaning against his axed appendage, shaking his head at Hiccup. 
Despite this however a small smile could be seen on his face, if only 
briefly, showing that Cobber found the boy's comment amusing. 

The Dragon Hand, now in his younger stages of adulthood, made no 
movement, his arms remained crossed and his stance steady and 
slightly tensed. His face revealed no reaction, mainly as his hood 
shadowed his features giving off no response to Hiccup's childish 
retort. The Dragon Hand had, once again proven a remarkable asset to 
Berk, always appearing when a raid became somewhat difficult for the 
chief to manage alone. With his dragon killing touch, he has made up 
for a fair portion of Hiccup's mistakes. One of the strange things 



about Dragon Hand was that he seemed to encourage Hiccup in his 
attempts to capture and kill the reptilian demons, like he wanted him 
to constantly screw up the raids. I dismissed these thoughts as the 
chief continued to berate his only son. 

"This isn't a joke. Hiccup, " the red bearded giant exasperated, he 
let out a long tired sigh "Why can't you follow the simplest orders?" 
he asked the nervous teen in front of him. Though it sounded 
rhetorical. Hiccup responded anyway. "I can't stop myself," he 
insisted "I see a dragon and I have to just kill it," he attempted to 
support his point with hand gestures, but even I struggled to follow 
what he was attempting to do to the imaginary dragon in front of him. 
"It's who I am. Dad," he stated, though he spoke certain of himself, 
the sighs, groans and murmurs of the surrounding crowd proved his 
statement more than wrong. 

"You are many things. Hiccup. But a dragon killer is not one of 
them," Stoick responded, his hand on his temple. He yelled for Gobber 
to escort Hiccup home, as he passed us Tuffnut and Snotlout began 
tormenting. Ruffnut probably would have joined in, if she wasn't 
suffocating on her own laughter. I attempted another glare, and it 
once again came out sad and pitying. Why would I pity Hiccup? Vikings 
don't take pity on anyone, especially not 'burdens'. I suppose I 
could understand my pity. Hiccup was only trying to prove himself, to 
become an actual viking. But still he needs to train and be patient 
for training if he even wants a chance to catch and kill a 
dragon . 

As Hiccup left I decided to leave the scene and get some breakfast, 
Snotlout and the others followed, with the black haired nitwit once 
again trying to flirt with me. We all walked sluggishly down the dirt 
paths. The consistency and length of nightly raids, was starting to 
take its effects on all of us, even Stoick had large grey bangs 
hanging under his eyes. The only thing keeping the vikings awake 
during day was vigilance and adrenaline. Sleep has almost become a 
luxury we only gain every so often. 

"Fire Team, " called a husky voice, we all turned to face Dragon Hand 
as he walked towards us. Despite being foreign to the island and 
giving us no information on himself, over than name and purpose. 
Dragon Hand has made himself highly respected amongst the people of 
Berk. He would often come to my team to discuss our performance on 
the battlefield. He seems to take a great interest in our group, and 
Hiccup. But what attracts the dragon hunter's attention leaves me 
bewildered . 

"You have shown great organisation and co-ordination tonight. With 
only a few delays in effort, " he announced, glancing slightly at the 
twins who were, not so discreetly, nudging each other. "Astrid, you 
have once again, proven your worth. I'm starting to feel offended 
that have not chosen to become a dragon hunter, " 

"It is not that I don't respect the work dragon hunters, sir. I just 
feel that my loyalties lie here. Berk needs shield maidens and that 
is what I intend to be," I responded respectfully. Dragon Hand nodded 
his slowly "Loyal to your home and tribe, a respectable viking 
choice, " he glanced over the entire group before speaking again. "As 
much as I trust you to be combat worthy, you are still deprived of 
sleep, I suggest you return to your homes and lie in, " 



We nodded as we parted ways. Dragon Hand rushed into the forest near 
the great hall, jumping into the brush and out of sight. Like many 
times before, I felt the slight urge to follow him and track down 
where he camps. Other vikings have had the same idea, all eager to 
know the identity of the man under the white hood. None had succeeded 
in finding his camp; it was like he was a phantom that only came when 
the dragons did. Some even believed that's what he was. I turned and 
left, knowing full well that I didn't have a chance of finding his 
roost. Besides, my lack of sleep was starting to take effect on me. 
Dragon Hand might not have said anything, but I knew that my 
leadership skills weren't close to high standard last night. Taking 
the hunter's advice, I wondered home to catch some rest. 

For some reason on the way there, thoughts of Hiccup intruded my 

mind. This had begun happening ever since Snotlout had asked me that 
question last night. Why did I defend Hiccup? I didn't understand it; 
normally I wouldn't care what happens to Hiccup. His problems aren't 

mine, unless they concern me or another Hofferson. And those words: 

"I don't expect you to be same," They were so familiar, yet 
unfamiliar. Normally I would dismiss things I didn't understand, but 
for some reason, I just couldn't let this go. It nagged at my mind, a 
puzzle demanding to be solved. Where had I heard those words before? 
What did they mean? It was stated as if I had changed in some way. 

But I was the same as I had been since a child. 

Or was I? As far as I could tell, I had no memories of when I was a 
girl. I just assumed that I was practically born training to kill 
dragons. I couldn't imagine or remember doing anything, other than 
training with my dad and hanging around the other teens of Berk. But 
I strangely felt like I was forgetting something, something 
important. Suddenly a wall of silky blonde bangs fell in front of my 
eyes again. I hated when that happened, it was so frustrating and it 
doesn't help in fights. I kept telling myself that I would tie them 
back, and on occasion state I would cut them off, but I never did. 

I opened my door to be greeted by the smell of burnt wood. I looked 
up from my feet and saw a large hole in the corner of the far wall. 

It still concerns me, how easily the things and people I care about 
can be hurt or damaged. I looked slightly to the left and was greeted 
by the sight of a large man, holding a small hammer. He was fairly 
small, in comparison to vikings like Stoick and Spitelout, but still 
large enough to tower me. His yellow beard flowed neatly down to his 
chest with a single braid on the end. His cream leather shirt was 
adorned with dark brown harness that held a hidden dagger under its 
silver centrepiece. 

Gunnar Hofferson, my father. He had taught me everything I knew; he 
would always praise me for being praised, and reward me for being 
rewarded. He was probably the greatest father anyone could ask for. 

He was also one the elite vikings of Berk, alongside my mother. 
Everyone respected and held their name in high standing, a name that 
I would soon inherit. It still shocked me sometimes when I remembered 
that I would soon be the face of the Hofferson line. 

"Ah, Astrid, " my father called, placing his hammer onto the table of 
the other side of room. "How did you do last night?" he asked, his 
smile unhidden. He always liked to ask how well I did during my fire 
patrol, even though he knew full well how I did. I mean he was out 
their fighting off dragons every night, so he obviously sees what 
kind of a job I do. 



"Slower than usual, my stamina was terrible today, " I stated 
disappointedly "Dragon Hand says I should sleep to regain my energy, " 
I noticed my father scowl slightly at the mention of the mysterious 
dragon hunter. I knew he didn't particularly like him, and I could 
understand why. A strange faceless man appears on the island, with no 
evidence of how he arrived, and begins killing dragons with a simple 
touch on the demon's scales. I won't lie, his refusal to give any 
information about himself or his knowledge irked me and my father to 
no end. But the chief said to respect it, so we did. 

"Well," my father breathed "Up you go then. Stoick has called a 
meeting, so I'll be out. I'll tell you if there is anything worth 
mentioning, " I nodded and proceeded to climb the stairs to my room. 
The relationship between my father and I was one I wouldn't trade for 
another, not even to have Stoick as my father, as great as that would 
be. Gunnar Hofferson was understanding, encouraging, and the best 
combat mentor I could think of. 

As I entered my room and sat on my bed to pull off my boots, I found 
myself thinking about Hiccup and my forgotten childhood again. Why 
did those two connect? I never spent any time with the chief's son, I 
didn't even so much as speak to him. Did I? I clutched at my head and 
let out an infuriated yell. Why couldn't I remember? Why has it only 
now occurred to me that I don't remember anything? 

The eyes and ears went numb again and I heard the words whisper a 
second time. "I don't expect you to be the same," they called 
silently. I was considering banging my head against a wall, which 
would normally be the twin's idea, when I suddenly had an idea. If I 
didn't know, there must be someone who did. I just have to ask them 
and I can get my answers and then leave the matter. It's not like my 
past is important enough to change my life, just important enough to 
irritate me. 

As I lay on my bed, I racked my brain for people to ask. The other 
teens clearly didn't know, and I didn't want to ask my parents. Even 
though, they were the ones mostly likely to know, I felt as though I 
should avoid bringing up the subject around them. My next best bet 
was Hiccup, but I was not about to near him, let alone ask him. I 
didn't want anything to do with the reckless heir, but who else could 
I ask? 

Then it hit me. Balder. The bartender had been Hiccup's friend since 
he was adopted by the island. The chances of him knowing what Hiccup 
knew were incredibly high. As sleep came over me, I ordered myself to 
interrogate Balder Blesi when I could. I was going to get to the 
bottom of this. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I know that the whole 'black void, grey fog, white sound' 
thing is pretty weird and out of genre. But I can't word Astrid's 
conflicted memory in any other way. Forgivles? : (<strong> 


7. Downed Dragon (Hiccup) 

**This is it, the start of the show. I've gotten through the stuff I 
half-wanted/half-not wanted (100% needed) to go through, and I am now 



PUMPED about the rest of this story. Here it is guys, hope you 
enjoy . ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It had to be here, it just had to be. I know I had said it during 
previous raids, and I know that each time Dad sent out a search 
party, I was proven wrong. But this time I was sure, certain, 
positive that I had hit the Night Fury. I heard the snap of the bolas 
tightening around its frame. I heard its pained scream as I watched 
it plummet into the treeline. What other evidence did I need to know 
that I hit it? Well, a body would be a good start. <p> 

I was walking through the rough forest terrain, striding up sloped 
dirt and hurdling over large tree roots. My notebook rested in my 
right palm, three fingers keeping my page in place, as the pencil in 
my right hand traced over the map of Berk I had drawn. I had made a 
jotting of how I shot down the Night Fury. I had marked the 
trajectory of my shot with an arrow that went straight up to the 
marked point, which was where the dragon got hit. I had then made a 
map of the area it must have crashed in, based on the trajectory of 
the bola and the dragon's flight pattern. 

So far I had had no luck whatsoever, no signs of a crash, no signs of 
a bola, and more importantly, no signs of a monstrous, evil, 
reptilian demon. I had searched nearly the entire north side of 
Raven's Point, all the while telling myself that the Night Fury had 
to be around here somewhere. I sighed as I crossed off another part 
of the forest, designating it Night Fury-less. I walked along the 
dirt mounds to the next 'yet to be marked' area that the legendary 
dragon could be. 

I was annoyed, and not just at the fact that I hadn't found the 
dragon yet. I was angry that no one believed me, not even my dad, or 
Gobber, when I told them I had shot down the Night Fury. Though I 
could understand why they didn't. I mean, come on. A fishbone viking? 
Taking down the most notorious and powerful dragon that struck fear 
into the heart of even the Berserker Armada? Even I wouldn't believe 
it, even if someone told me I accomplished such a feat. Plus this 
wasn't the first time I had claimed to have captured the Night Fury, 
and after hearing me declare it time and time again, only to be 
wrong. Let's say I'm not surprised that they gave up so quickly. 

But that didn't mean I wasn't angry with how fast they dismissed me. 

I knew I had hit the Night Fury this time; there was no mistaking it 
this time. I had reached the spot that my map had shown, I ran my 
pencil over the calculations to make sure I was correct before 
looking up to what I hoped would the dragon corpse lay on the dirt, 
only to find nothing but more foliage. Sighing, I added mark number 
26 to the book, before venting out my anger by scribbling all over 
the page until the charcoal went blunt. Not a smart move considering 
I had just ruined my markings, meaning I would have to search the 
entire forest all over again. 

I let out a tired breath as I thrust my pencil into my book, snapped 
it shut and placed it into my fur pocket. "The gods hate me," I 
moaned as I dragged my body further into the forest. "Some people 
lose their knife, or a mug. But not me, I manage to lose an entire 
dragon, " I yelled up to the sky, practically daring the gods to make 
the situation even more humiliating for me. In my frustration, I 



smacked a low hanging branch out of my path, only for it to spring 
back and it me dead in the eye. 


I looked at the tree, half expecting to see an elusive image of Loki 
laughing at me. What I didn't expect to see was that the thin brown 
trunk had been cut down. No, not cut down, the stump was jagged and 
ripped; something had toppled the tree down. Something with a lot of 
momentum, something like a falling dragon. As if to prove my theory 
further, a long trail of overturned dirt ran along the ground near 
the tree, indicating that something had skidded along the ground and 
over the small rise where the trail ended. 

My mind was jumping around in my skull screaming in my head that I 
had found my quarry. But I didn't want to get my hopes up just yet. I 
wanted to see the Night Fury before I confirm my success. Sliding 
down the loose dirt of the drag trail, I followed towards the incline 
that masked the view of what was beyond. I hopped over a tree route, 
turning back to try and recreate in my head the crashing of the 
dragon. I wanted to be absolutely certain that this was a possible 
crash site, and that I wasn't just grasping at straws. 

All doubt left my mind when I pawed up the incline, peered over the 
grass to see a large lump of blackness in the centre of my vision. I 
quickly ducked down, hoping that the dragon hadn't seen me. I was 
only after two heavy breaths did I start chastising myself. Why 
should I be afraid? The dragon is trapped inside of a bola net with 

no way of escaping. And what was to say it was even alive? What could 

possibly survive a battering crash through a heavy treeline? Then 
again I knew nothing of the Night Fury, no one did. For all we know, 

it could probably crash through a mountain and only get a slight 

headache. It probably escapes from the greatest of dragon traps every 
other Thorsday. 

Slowly I peeked up from my cover and looked in awe at the beast 
before me. I could clearly see the details of its body, but its black 
body and large wings immediately identified the creature as a dragon. 
Its exposed body also gave a clear view of the secure ropes that 
wrapped tightly around the giant creatures body. It was still stuck 
in the bolas. Gasping at the sight before me I quickly reached for my 
dagger, almost dropping it in my fear and excitement. As I tried to 
control my breathing, I stumbled down the small incline and ducked 
behind a rock between me and the black unmoving mess. Tentatively I 
rounded the corner and inspected the sight before me. 

The Night Fury was a lot smaller than I expected, then I'm not sure 
how big I expected it to be. Its body was covered in night-black 
scales, some of which seem to shine as they reflected the sunlight 
that was dimmed by the treeline. Its large paws were round and looked 
kind of like a stump, they were also adorned with rather dull looking 
claws, but I didn't want to underestimate the shredding capabilities 
of the beast's talons. Its wings were incredibly bat-like and their 
gigantic size seemed to compensate for the dragon's small body. Its 
head was crowned with a large number of those reflective scales and 
it seemed to have three flaps that streaked out from its head and 
along its neck. 

It was at this moment that everything had clicked in my head. A bola 
had shot down a Night Fury, my bola had shot down a Night Fury. I had 
shot down a Night Fury. "Oh wow," were the first words to leave my 
mouth before everything came pouring out. "I did it. Oh, I did it. 



this fixes everything, yes, " in my excitement, I placed my foot on 
the dragon's carcass and struck warrior-like pose. I called out to 
the sky "I have brought down this mighty beast," 

I had only just finished my victory when an irritated growl erupted 
underneath me and I was pushed away, my feet tripping over themselves 
until I was up against the rock I was previously hid behind. I inched 
back over to the dragon which was now breathing rather heavily, so 
much for being dead. As I glanced over it body, the dragon's eyes 
slowly opened, focusing on me with narrow black slits in its pale 
green eyes. I bit my lip, silently thanking the gods for my luck. If 
the dragon was able to get out of this situation, I would be dead. 
This meant the dragon was helpless and at my mercy. 

I looked away from its eyes and pointed my gaze to its exposed 
underbelly. It was a commonly known fact that dragon hides were not 
very strong on the underside. All I had to do was cut open its chest, 
slash it a few times till it dies, and then show the corpse to my 
dad. A small wailing noise directed my attention back to the dragon's 
head. Its eyes remained on me staring with an intimidating glare. It 
was trying to scare me; it had run out of option and had fallen to 
the attempt of scaring me out of my chance to kill it, and the worst 
part was that it was kind of working. No, I couldn't think like that, 
the dragon was powerless in this state. I couldn't let it get into my 
head. I scowled at the black demon, before looking back to its 
belly . 

"I'm going to kill you, dragon," I declared, moving the blade to face 
down to the beast's skin "I going to cut out your heart and take it 
to my father, " My heart seemed to twist at the thought of doing that 
to the dragon before me, but this is what I had to do, what we had to 
do. As vikings, we have to protect our own. No matter how brutal and 
torturous we were to our enemy, we acted this way for the ones we 
care about. "I'm a viking," I whispered to reassure myself, I glared 
down at the dragon again and yelled "I am a viking," hoping to scare 
it enough to stop that fear inducing stare. 

I closed my eyes and raised the dagger high, this was it. I was going 
to kill the world's most feared dragon. I don't know why, I don't 
know what brought me to do it. But I looked at the dragon's eyes once 
more. Maybe I wanted to see its eyes while they still had life, maybe 
I want to see if it had stopped its staring, but in that moment 
everything changed. I saw something else in the dragon's stare that 
was not intimidation. It seemed impatient, it wanted die. But how 
does that make sense, why would it want its life extinguished? It was 
like it was anxious for my blade to dig into its scales and end 
it . 

That's when it hit me, in full force. If it was a solid object it 
would send me catapulting off the island. I was anxious. It was 
anxious for me to end the torturous slow pace of its execution. It 
was anxious that its life rested in the hands of an enemy who would 
definitely kill him. It was anxious, it was afraid. The Night Fury, 
the most powerful, chaotic, and demonic of all the dragons, was 
afraid of a small boy with a tiny dagger. 

I tried to ignore this, and lifted that dagger up high again. My eyes 
were screwed closed so that I wouldn't have to see those fearful eyes 
again. But those few seconds of fear, sent my mind spinning. The 
dragon was afraid of me; it was frightened by a fishbone and a knife. 



I couldn't help but put myself in his place. I would be frightened, 
no terrified, if I was in front of a knife wielding boy, frozen in 
place, unable to even wriggle away. 

My raised hands went limp over my head. My hands dragged down my face 
as I came to realise the shocking truth. I couldn't do it; I couldn't 
kill the black dragon before me. It was scared, defenceless, and 
completely my mercy and I didn't have the strength of heart to kill 
it. As I looked at my dagger and the creature before me I felt so 
guilty for scaring the giant beast. 

"I did this," I said as I turned to leave, mentally kicking at myself 
for being so stupid. What made me think I could do this? How could I 
be a killer, ever? I suddenly stopped and turned back looking at the 
ebony reptile that still lay trapped in its binds. Binds that I had 
put it in. I knew what I was going to end up doing, I also knew it 
was suicide, one way another. But I knew that I was going to do it 
anyway . 

Knelt down at the dragon's side and began cutting the ropes. 'What 
are you doing?' my mind screamed at me, as my hands sawed through the 
first rope. 

_Thwak_ 

Why was I doing this? As soon as it is able to break free, the Night 
Fury will pounce on me, swallow me and one bite. That would be it, no 
more Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III. 

_Thwak_ 

Maybe that was why I was doing this. Maybe I had subconsciously 
decided I had had enough with the constant put down and rejection and 
opted to go out the stylish way currently available. At least I would 
be able to tell the other vikings of Valhalla that I had died to the 
claws of the Offspring of Lightning and 
Death . 

_Thwak_ 

RAAAAAAAAAH 

As soon as the third rope had fallen, the Night Fury wheeled round 
and pinned me to the ground. All the blood in my body seemed to flow 
to my head and my breathing became panicked and irregular. I looked 
up to the now ferocious monster that towered over me. Its green eyes 
showed a clear display of how angry it was. Then again if someone had 
scared me like that, I would be pretty mad too. Only I would be so 
open about it. This was my end that much was clear. The Night Fury 
had opened it maw, stood taller, and sucked in a large amount of air. 
I screwed my eyes tight as I waited for the supersonic blast to 
finish me. 

I got blasted alright, but not in the way I expected. Instead of 
being blasted by explosive fire, I was blasted with a loud roar that 
made my eyes ring. Hot air and a few strands of saliva flew into my 
face for a solid two seconds before the dragon leered at me and took 
off into the deeper parts of the forest. I watched my ex-quarry as it 
ran away from me. I don't why, I don't know what brought the Night 
Fury to do it, but it spared me. Maybe it thought I wasn't worth it. 



maybe it thought there were more important matter than killing a 
weakling like me. Or maybe, it was still afraid. 


I would have liked to think about the events of the past few minutes 
a little more, but I passed out before I had a chance . But one 
thought went through my mind as I left the world of consciousness , 
something I need to tell my dad: I can't kill dragons. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pXstrong>Soooooooo . . . What do ya think, eh? Not too shabby for a 
rookie. Anyway I can't WAIT to get started on the rest of this, but 
college calls, ARGH ! Anyway, I will spend the rest of my free time, 
writing BoD chapters, but will start the next chapter of Dragon Hand 
on Saturday, see you peeps later . <strong> 

•k -k 3QQP 


8 . Axe to Grind (Astrid) 

I woke the next morning fully refreshed, and ready to get my answers. 
I strapped on my armour, grabbed my axe and made my way downstairs, 
sharpening my blade with a whetstone as I went. As I passed the side 
table near the front door of my house, I placed the whetstone on its 
wooden surface and placed my axe on my belt. I pushed open the door 
to view my village, most of the damage from last night's raid had 
been cleared and only a few roofs and walls were being repaired. It 
often amazes me the amount of work our village can get done when we 
all band together. 

I pushed these thoughts aside as I stepped out of the door frame and 
walked down the paths to the great hall. My plan for the day went 
like this: Interrogate Balder, get axe sharpened, train if time 
allowed, dragon training, training, meet with classmates in hall, 
free time, bed. I really wanted time to skip straight to dragon 
training. My thirst to practice what I learned on a real dragon had 
me excited and impatient. But there were things that needed to be 
done before that, very important things that required my 
attention . 

I stopped at the bottom of the great hall's steps and turned to look 
out to the sea. Several longboats sailed away from the large rocky 
island and were headed west. Headed for Helheim's Gate. That mist 
covered terrain had been the home of dragon kind for centuries, its 
where all the raiding dragons returned to with their stolen good. 
Stoick had opted that the best solution was to take the dragons head 
on; we wouldn't survive if we just defended our home and didn't rush 
theirs. My dad had gone that long boat with Stoick and they were 
expected to back in-. Well, they weren't actually expected to return, 
most didn't, but it's nice to have faith that they will. 

I lifted myself up the steps to the great hall in a jogging pace, 
waving to Mrs. Larson as she passed. I made a mental list of all the 
things I need to question Balder about: What did those words mean? 
What was I like when I was young? What was Hiccup like when he was 
yo-? I stopped myself there when I noticed how that last question 
might come across. I decided to ignore it, if Balder made any sort of 
suggestion I'd punch him. It was strange though, despite the fact 
that I never think of Hiccup in any way, I could get a very weird 



picture of him and me spend time with each other. I shook that image 
out of my head, it was stupid. I'm going to be a shield maiden, not 
some frilly house wife. Especially not with Hiccup. 

I pushed my bangs away from my face, as they had once again fallen 
over my eye, then opened the doors to the large cavern and scanned 
for Balder. He wasn't there, I walked over to the bar, expecting him 
to raise his head and hold out one of the tankard from the shelves 
under the counter. However as I got closer I noticed small note on a 
triangular stand: "Gone out harvesting/hunting, will return around 
midday," I let out a heavy breath, slightly irritated that I wouldn't 
be able to question Balder till I had my free time. I considered 
skipping out on some of my training after class to interrogate him, 
but decided against it. The matter wasn't important enough for me to 
change my schedule. I would just have to question the bartender 
later . 

I moved down the steps, inspecting my axe to see if I could make out 
any flaws that Gobber needed to correct . As I neared the forge I 
heard Gobber 's loud booming accent and a smaller nasally voice, 
easily identifiable as Hiccup's. As I rounded the corner I heard 
Hiccup's half sentence "-if she was on fire and I had the last bucket 
of water in town, " I called to them both, causing two separate 
reactions. Hiccup seemed to become extremely flustered and his cheeks 
reddened, a weird looking forced smile took hold of his face. Gobber 
however seemed to grin very sincerely and with mild mischief shining 
in his metal tooth. 

"Can I get this sharpened?" I said hoping to break either of them 
from their stupors. Hiccup was the first to speak but it was very, 
Hiccup-y. "Astrid, hi Astrid, hello there, welcome, what can I do 
for-, " his stuttering was starting to irritate me, so I threw my axe 
at a table to silence the lanky boy. Gobber seemed to wake up from 
his own statue like position when the loud thunk of metal sinking 
into wood spooked him. He backed up a bit and pushed Hiccup in my 
direction . 

"My, uh, manly apprentice will see to all of your needs, " he stated 
proudly, I raised my brow slightly as he continued back away to the 
rear entrance of the forge. "I have to, get, somea€ 1 I'm just gonna 
go, " he stated, turning with a handful of nails that he picked up 
from one of the supply barrels, he strolled out humming some random 
tune. What the heck was going on here? At first everything seems 
normal, then I show up and both the smith and his student start 
acting weird. Well, weirder in Hiccup's case. 

Said auburn haired boy chuckled nervously and look at me "Gobber, " he 
said in a somewhat apologetic tone. I kept my face stern as I pulled 
my axe from the table it was lodged into. As I turned. Hiccup had his 
hands out expectantly. Begrudgingly I dropped the axe harmlessly into 
his hold, the weight immediately had him hunched over with the strain 
of lifting it. "Okay," he said through his very forceful breathing, 
"razor sharp battle axe, coming right up, " his steps were heavy and 
it was kind of funny to watch his efforts. 

"Careful, I got that for my 10th birthday, " I warned when the blade 
nearly toppled out of his grasp. I decided to busy myself while I 
waited for the skinny teen to sharpen my blade. Considering how 
little time it would take to finish that task, unless he screws up, I 
would have much time to do anything else. I moved to the racks that 



held up all the weapons that were waiting to be picked up by their 
owners. I took the lowest one and carefully moved it from the rack 
into my grip. I then began giving it some test swings as Hiccup 
spoke . 

"So I saw you guys out on fire patrol, looked like a good time, " he 
said in a more stable voice, apparently he'd gotten his head close 
enough to earth to speak intelligently. I responded 
indifferently . 

"Yeah, didn't get burned though," he looked up from his task, 
quirking an eyebrow at my statement. I shrugged off his questioning 
look "It's only fun if you get a scar out of it," I explained. His 
face seemed to quirk his mouth into a forced smile. 

"Yeah no kidding, right?" he replied, false bravado clear in is 
voice, "Pain, love it, " I rolled my eyes; he was just like Snotlout, 
just trying to be macho in order to get me to like him. It was very 
rude, offensive, and. Weird, coming from Hiccup. When his obnoxious 
cousin did it, he was boastful and putting himself in my face. With 
Hiccup, he was clearly uncomfortable with himself, and it made the 
bravado act a little more tolerable, and slightly entertaining. "I 
would have joined you, but I was busy downing a dragon, " he said as 
he spun my axe to sharpen the other side. I rolled my eyes while I 
faced away from him. 

"I know, a Night Fury, right?" I tried not to sound too annoyed, but 
hearing his public display twelve times and possibly more can really 
irritate you. 

"No, unfortunately it wasn't," I turned surprised as he said that. I 
was half expecting him to say that it had got away, or was rescued by 
another dragon, or some other crazy excuse. "Uh, it was an, uh, 
Idunfright, " he stated shakily "It just roared in my face, then flew 
off," I was skeptical; there was something off about his statement. 

He was clearly fearful about my reactions, it actually made me think 
he had killed the Night Fury and was trying to cover it up. I shook 
that idea from my head, which was ridiculous. If Hiccup had shot and 
killed the Night Fury, why would he try to cover up such a heroic 
act? I concluded that he was just making up an excuse that I hadn't 
thought about and left the matter completely, opting for a different 
topic . 

"How long have you been working here?" I asked, taking a few more 
swings with the sword before replacing it on the rack and looking 
around the rest of the forge. 

"Nine years, " Hiccup said, I looked to him and I noticed a depressed 
look as he continued to sharpen my axe. I looked around the forge and 
noticed a small door round the back of one of the workbenches, my 
curiosity won out and I wondered over to the little door. "Uh, I 
wouldn't go in there," Hiccup stammered, making me more eager to see 
what was past the wooden panel. 

I was welcomed by a large desk that took up most of the left wall and 
a clatter of papers making the wooden surface practically blanketed. 
The other half of the room had baskets of metal weapon and cannon 
parts, as well a few inventions that brought some 'hiccups' back to 
mind, causing me cringe slightly. I moved my eyes other the pictures 
that scattered themselves on the desk and even the floor around it. 



Each thin sheet had a charcoal etching of some nonsensical machine 
with various symbols and numbers that nearly made me dizzy trying to 
read them. 


"What is all this?" I exasperated, it was like a giant unsolvable 
puzzle with no goal to it. I tried to make some plausible image out 
of the black lines and symbols but came up empty and 
bewildered . 

"They're the blueprints to the Mangier, the bola cannon I used last 
night," Hiccup said as he hefted my now complete axe towards me. I 
didn't take it from his grasp just yet. I just continued to look at 
the drawing. I could see the catapult very clearly in the vellum, but 
the other markings threw me off. 

"Care to explain the other markings?" He seemed very surprised by my 
interest and immediately started stammering and stumbling over his 
words . 

"They're, uh, basically calculations and measurements I made based on 
bola throwing techniques, the, uh, the size of the invention, and the 
basic equations involved in, uh, catapult usage. I then found the 
most suitable method of efficiently firing the bola from the, uh, 
barrel, and what mechanisms will be needed to make the bola, uh, 
spin. It's a lot of, uh, weird and brainy stuff," 

I felt my lips tug upward slightly as Hiccup spoke and gestured with 
his hands to try and get his words across. I don't know why but I 
kind of liked this side of Hiccup, the side I'd never seen before. He 

stumbled over his feet, his words, and probably even his thoughts. He 

was clearly nervous while talking with me, unsure of himself and 
trying to make himself more relatable. It was rather funny and it 
made me want to spend a little more time with him. 

"Astrid, " someone called from outside. We each turned out the room 
and looked out of the large window to see the other teens standing 
outside with their weapons in their hands. Tuff spoke again as we 
came up to the front of the forge, "Come on, we doing some practice 
before dragon training starts, " I put on a neutral face as take my 
axe from Hiccup's hands. I looked down at the blade, admiring the job 
Hiccup had done with it. He showed a great skill in smithing, it made 
me wonder why he insisted on killing a dragon. I was about to turn 

away from the lanky boy in front of me, but I suddenly had the 

strange urge to say something, anything, before I left. 

Nothing very significant came to mind so I just settled with a simple 
sign of appreciation. "Thanks," I said give him a small smile before 
I turned to join the others outside. As we walked towards our 
sparring spot by the cliffs, Ruffnut slowed me and herself to talk 
out of earshot. 

"What were you doing in the forge with Hiccup?" I simply shrugged in 
differently and increased my pace to catch up with the others. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>FINALLY ! This took me a while, but not as long as it 
normally does. One of the benefits of a router going randomly berserk 
over the weekend? It gives you a day or two to focus on your projects 
and work. Think I might start a new story after a while, not certain 



though . <strong> 


9. The Only Way To Learn (Hiccup) 

I was doomed, dead, extinct, and any other word that would describe 
that I was about to die. When I had returned from the woods after 
finding the Night Fury, I had hoped to sneak upstairs, slip into bed 
and forget about the whole incident. But as I have previously 
experienced, the gods love to torment me to know end. So they decided 
to tell my father: "Hey, your son has ruined nearly every dragon 
raid, and has failed time and time again to do anything useful. Why 
don't you put in dragon training the very day that he realises he 
can't kill dragons?" 

Okay so Gobber wasn't technically a god, but he certainly decided to 
act as their messenger last night, because now my dad had pushed me 
into taking lessons in the 'art' of dragon killing. I was shuffling 
across the bridge to the kill ring, axe held precariously in my hands 
as I looked out to the open view of the sea. Out there, my father was 
facing creatures of great terror and he most likely wouldn't come 
back out successful. The nest could not be found, we have tried 
countless times and have never once achieved a way of navigating the 
maze of grey clouds and large sea stacks. 

I continued to trudge up the path, the kill ring was now in view and 
I could see the other teens outside, all impatiently waiting to begin 
their first lesson. The twins were laughing at something Snotlout had 
said, with Fishlegs nervously laughing when the arrogant bully turned 
to face him. It didn't take a genius to work out that whatever 
Snotlout said, it was probably about me. As the four laughed, one 
only when threatened, I looked over to the unresponsive one, who 
leant against the exterior gate of the ring. 

Astrid seemed to be completely out of tune with the world, just 
looking over her axe with her beautiful icy eyes. I was proud of the 
work I had done on that axe; it was one of the most treasured things 
that I had made. That was something many, everyone but Gobber, didn't 
know, I was the one to make Astrid' s axe, I was the one who left it 
outside of the Hofferson's home, ready for the beautiful girl to 
whoop with joy upon seeing it the next morning. That day was one of 
the few times that we interacted before things went dark between us. 
She had passed by me at the well and gave me a hug, whispering a 
thank you before she ran off. 

Ruffnut saw me coming, but instead of alerting the others she grinned 
evilly and whispered something in Astrid' s ear. Astrid looked to me 
for a few seconds before she proceeded to glare at a cackling 
Ruffnut. I decided to ignore whatever comment had been made; it was 
probably about this morning when she was in the forge with me. I had 
really enjoyed those few minutes in that hot building, because Astrid 
had done things that I hadn't expected to see. She talked to me, she 
showed an interest in my inventions, and when she left she smiled at 
me . 

Astrid smiled at me, I was in Valhalla when that happened and I just 
wished that my life could just consist of an endless loop of those 
few minutes. Unfortunately, reality kept that from coming true and 
left me with those tiny moments that still manage to drunken my heart 
with no effort. Astrid' s gaze had long since returned to her axe, and 



Gobber had approached to ring, his lucky hook arm swinging to open 
the door to the kill ring. Realising that I was slightly behind, I 
jogged up to the entrance. 

"Well no sense standing around here, " Gobber stated, "Welcome to 
dragon training, " he presented, lifting the down and ushering us into 
the large stone arena. I chuckled slightly as I walked into the 
circular battleground. If Gobber was teaching the classes then I was 
going to have a little more fun in these classes than I had expected. 
I had only seen a few fights in the arena, not many. But now that I 
was here, inside of the ring, my blood seemed to ice up and it sent 
shivers of fear down my spine. The layout was simple, stone walls, 
stone floor, large iron cages to hold the dragons, and a giant 
chained roof to keep the animals from escaping. 

I was broken from my reverie when I heard Tuffnut speak, "I hope I 
get some serious burns, " he declared, a twin ended spear held lazily 
at his side. His sister responded to her brother similarly, "I'm 
hoping for some mauling, " she contemplating with her own weapon, a 
spear similar to her brothers, only this one had one hook on the end. 
"I'm thinking somewhere like my shoulder, or maybe my lower 
back, " 

"I know what you mean," I found myself replying "Pain, love it," I 
was hoping that my sarcasm would get through to anyone but Gobber, 

but it seemed to have gone over their heads, they were too busy 

scowling or groaning to hear me. "Oh great, who let him in?" Tuffnut 
ranted, Fishlegs and Ruff looked shocked, Snotlout had a surprisingly 
unreadable expression, and Astrid looked kind of ticked. I ignored 
this as I hefted up my axe into a more battle-ready stance. 

"Let's get started, the recruit who does best will get to kill their 
first dragon in front of the entire village, " I shuddered at the 
statement, remembering my episode with the Night Fury. As if reading 
my mind, Snotlout called out, "Hiccup already killed a Night Fury, so 
does that disqualify him ora€ 1 " The twins burst into fits of laughter 
as I hung my head. I wasn't embarrassed, I was ashamed. Because I 
should have killed that dragon, it was right where I wanted it to be. 

No, it was right where I needed it to be and I had let it 

loose . 

"Actually, Snotlout it was an Idunfright, " Astrid stated 
nonchalantly. All eyes were immediately on her, I think everyone was 
shocked that she had chosen to defend me, more than the fact of the 
actual defence. "He'd hit the dragon with a bola but it broke out and 
took off, " she said crossing her arms, axe hugged between them and 
her chest. Snotlout seemed to grumble a little after having his joke 
shot down, and the Ruffnut seemed to be snickering slightly at the 
viking girl. I smiled a silent thanks to the axe maiden but she had 
already turned around to face a man in white leather, who had 
appeared from nowhere. 

"Astrid is right, I found the crash site and the bola remains on my 
way here, " Dragon Hand declared as he walked through the group 
towards me. He leaned forward so that he was at eye level with me; I 
swear I would have run out of the arena if I wasn't frozen with 
fright. I heard him chuckle slightly, as he patted my shoulder. 
"Impressive, Hiccup, though I wouldn't recommend trying to face a 
dragon without proper training, " he said jovially, which was 
surprising to come from the usually monotone dragon hunter. 



"May I ask what you're doing here. Dragon Hand?" Gobber questioned 
from behind the white clothed man. Dragon Hand continued to look at 
me, before turning to face Gobber. "I simply wish to watch this 
group's performance in the ring. There is something about this lot 
thata€ 1 interests me," His final statement was followed by glances 
towards me and Astrid. I could understand why the dragon expert would 
be interested in Astrid; he always seemed to be taking note of her 
progress. However why he is was interested in me was rather strange, 
though I suppose it's only because of my successful ' Idunfright ' 
downing . 

Gobber soon decided that the lesson had been distracted enough, and 
all the teens line up in front of the doors to the dragon cages. 
"Behind these door are just a few of the many species you will learn 
to fight, " he presented in loud booming voice and he proceeded to 
list each dragon as he passed its enclosure. 

"The Deadly Nadder, " sqwaks of excitement seemed to rattle out of the 
large door as it shook from the dragon's movements. 

"Speed 8, Armour 16," Fishlegs whispered, loud enough only for me and 
Tuff to hear as we stood at either side of the large boy. 

"The Hideous Zippleback, " grumbling roars and wisps of green gas 
escaped the small gaps of the closed double doors. 

"Plus 11 Stealth, times 2," Fishlegs listed, while it was admirable 
that the viking could retain this knowledge, the fact that he was 
rattling off these facts didn't make me feel much better. 

"The Monstrous Nightmare, " Flames licked the hinges of the door, and 
I was actually concerned they'd melt and release the demon hidden 
behind those large doors. 

"Firepower 15," While I was grateful that Fishlegs' nerdiness calmed 
me down, his statistic rattling was really starting to annoy me, and 
Gobber seemed to frown a little as well, but proceeded anyway. 

"The Terrible Terror, " he smiled mischievously as he mentioned the 
dragon's name, scuttling and guttural chatter seemed to make the door 
shake so violently, you'd think an earthquake was going on in the 
large pen. 

"Attack 8, Venom 12," Fishlegs practically screamed out in his 
excitement. I'm not going to lie his knowledge was kind of scaring me 
and definitely irritating the other teens beyond belief. Even 
Astrid' s stoic face turned to scowl in the chubby boy's 
direction . 

"Can you stop that?" Gobber scolded, clearly much angrier than the 
rest of us. Fishlegs jolted at the sudden chastising, squeezing his 
mouth as tightly shut as possible. Gobber rolled his eyes and moved 
to the final door, where Dragon Hand was standing. "And the 
Gronckle, " 

"Jaw Strength 8," Fishlegs whispered to me, probably thinking that 
the knowledge would keep me safe, or even himself safe. As I was 
giving Fishlegs a confused stare, I noticed Dragon Hand preparing to 
pull down the lever. 



I wasn't the only one to see this because Snotlout took steps towards 
our mentors. "Whoa, wait. Aren't you going to teach us first?" he 
whined, panic in his voice. It dawned on every at that instant that 
we were going to be flying blind. Fishlegs' knees were knocking 
against each other **(i REALLY wanted to say 'Fishleg's legs were 
shaking)**. The twins looked paralyzed with either excitement or 
fear, most likely the former. Even Astrid looked slightly phased by 
this sudden newsflash, but the only give away was that her eyes 
widened for about two seconds. 

I simply rolled my eyes and responded to Snotlout 's panic, "Gobber 
believes in learning on the job, " I stated in deadpan, just to 
message to Gobber that I didn't like this. Everyone looked to me as 
if I had spoken for the first time in my life. Snotlout snarled, 
pointing at my mace at me before he threatened me. Though his mouth 
was silences when Dragon Hand's voice called out, "The only way to 
teach, " he stated rather humorously, before slamming down the 
lever . 
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10. Dragon Training and Images (Astrid) 

**Another thousand years, another chapter. Geez, I need to get out. I 
have spent all day working on, well work and this project. I also 
have an audition in my theatre group that I need to prepare for****. 
But here it is Chapter 10, don't read it all in one place. Or do, 
whatever. See you my friends.** 
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><p>The stout dragon burst from its larger cage, charging straight 
for us. Our group immediately scattered, this meant that dragon would 
be able to annihilate us all within ten seconds of the lesson's 
beginning, though I bet the others ran randomly out of fear, rather 
than out of tactical advantage. As the rest panic and I bounce on the 
balls of my feet, Gobber and Dragon Hand stand by the Gronckle ' s 
door. Dragon Hand was leaning against the stone wall, a fist under 
his chin as he watched our progress, not a lot to watch. <p> 

Gobber however was stood up and yelling instructions. "Today is about 
survival," he declared as he paced in front of the open dragon pen. 
"If you get blasted, you're dead," I rolled as the large beast made a 
flying charge in my direction. The monster hit the wall hard, but 
didn't even stop to shake its head clear. Loose rocks fell from the 
dented wall, and the Gronckle immediately swallowed them up. From 
what I remember in the manual, Boulder Class Dragons like the 
Gronckle could regenerate their shot limit by eating large stones. 
This meant that my target had a full tank of explosive shots at its 
disposal . 



"Quick what's the first thing you're going to need?" He questioned, 
causing the two least fight capable boys to stop in their tracks. 

"A doctor?" Hiccup provided, very stupidly. I rolled my eyes at his 
idiocy, but I noticed Gobber chuckling while shaking his head. We 
were facing a deadly and sadistic beast, and our mentor was joking 
around with the village screw-up, completely 
unprofessional . 

Fishlegs was the next to speak, "Plus 5 speed?" he offered weakly, 
clutching at his hammer's head like it was a dolly. While the 
answered at least sounded more sophisticated, it made absolutely no 
sense. If I learnt one thing when Fishlegs was rambling about dragon 
stats, is that even vikings couldn't increase their speed that 
drastically in seconds. 

Feeling that the idiocy had gone on long enough, I recited the answer 
that my father had taught me. "A shield," I called out, noticing a 
small pile of thick wooden circles. Gobber gave out the command to 
grab the shields, and I immediately rushed for the pile. The Gronckle 
had turned for a second charge at me, as it dashed forward I dropped 
to slide along the floor, grasping a shield as I passed. Once the 
Gronckle had pulled out of its dive, I was already on my feet, shield 
and axe held firmly, and eyes staring down the great beast. 

Hiccup was fumbling around trying to get shield into a proper hold, 
with one hand still clutching his axe. He was insane, it was clear 
that he wasn't cut out for the life of a warrior. How was he 
permitted into the ring? Then again he probably told Gobber he had 
permission, and with Stoick gone Gobber wouldn't be able to say 
otherwise. I scoffed to myself, slightly laughing under my tongue. 
Hiccup was always going behind his father's back, like the time he-. 

I stopped, everything temporarily blocked out from my mind. Like the 
time that he, what? What was I going to say? I nearly remembered, my 
heart felt weird, excited maybe, by this prospect. I tried to think 
more about what I said. 

I nearly had a grip on, something, but my thoughts were interrupted 
by a loud explosion and synchronised yelps of surprise. Infuriated 
that my concentrat ion was broken, I looked to see the twin in a dazed 
state and a scattered number of charred and broken shields around 
them, one of which fell on Tuffnut's head. "Ruffnut, Tuffnut, you're 
out, " Gobber called out bluntly, ignoring the twins as they dizzily 
got to their feet. I immediately remembered the situation I was in, 
my memories could wait. Right now, I had a dragon to beat. 

"Those shields are good for another thing, noise. Make lots of it to 
throw off a dragon's aim," Gobber instructed, as Dragon Hand ushered 
the twin's to the side. The remaining students and I all began 
banging our respective weapons again the metal center of our shields. 
The Gronckle was dazed, shaking its head in an attempt to somehow 
stop the noise we were making. The noise was having a large effect, 
but it didn't take long for the demon to adjust. 

We moved round the sides of the dragon, essentially surrounding the 
dragon. Gobber called out another question. "All dragons have a 
limited number of shots, how many does a Gronckle have?" I already 
knew the answer when Fishlegs beat me to the chase. "Six," he called 
out doing a victory dance to himself, completely forgetting about the 
dragon that had now spotted and fired on him. The fireball would have 



hit large boy, had Dragon Hand not thrown one of the broken shields 
to block the ball of explosive magma. 


That was one shot used on Ruff and Tuff, and one used on Fishlegs. 
That meant the Gronckle only had four shots left. 

"Fishlegs, out, " Gobber called out, the nerdy boy nervously scooted 
towards the twins and our mentors. This left only me, Snotlout, and 
surprisingly Hiccup left. I was once again bouncing on my feet, 
watching the dragon fire another shot at a cowering Hiccup as he 
attempted to leave his cover. 

Three shots remaining. 

Hiccup's cowardice was embarrassing; he hid behind the wooden rack as 
the dragon tauntingly pushed him into the corner. Deciding that I was 
bored of watching it play with Hiccup, I performed a tiger roll to 
catch the dragon's attention. It worked instantly; the Gronckle 
turned to me and fired a lava shot. The ball was easily avoidable as 
it came slowly from the other end of the arena. I performed a 
somersault dive, slightly catching myself in the reverse tumble and 
stumbling. I cursed beneath my teeth, but managed to successfully 
turn out of the dive before the dragon could take advantage of my 
mistake . 

"Snotlout, you're done," Gobber chimed. I turned back to where I had 
rolled to see the arrogant blob stand and stomp sulking over to the 
others. I hadn't even realised he was near me, I shook that thought 
from my head as recounted the dragon's shots. It had two left this 
meant that me and Hiccup were the last ones left. I had to stop to 
think about that. Thor's Hammer, Hiccup and I were the only ones 
left. All the others had failed due to incredible stupidity and yet 
Hiccup, the most foolish of us all, had somehow managed to come 
alongside as a last survivor. 

"So I guess it's just you and me, huh?" said lanky boy stuttered from 
behind me. I didn't take my eyes off the Gronckle as it snarled 
menacingly at the two of us. 

"Hiccup, " Dragon Hand called, catching both of our attention. "Keep 
you guard up," he commanded calmly. Hiccup nodded and looked back to 
the dragon; I just stared quest ioningly at the hooded man. Why was he 
giving Hiccup pointers? Hiccup had been training; he shouldn't 
receive extra training and gain an advantage. Hiccup's suddenly went 
wide and he pushed me to the ground. I could feel the heat in my 
head, I snarled at the small boy when a sudden flash erupted in 
between us . 

Shot number five. 

We were both incredibly lucky. I had taken no damage due to being too 
far from the blast to take any real damage. Hiccup's shield had taken 
the brunt force of the explosion, so he ended up only being knocked 
to the floor. I would have shouted at him for making such a stupid 
move, I didn't need saving and he almost took a direct fireball. The 
anger dissipated before I let out a sound, because Hiccup was now 
being chased by the large reptile. "Hiccup, " Gobber yelled out in 
terror, and someone else was too. A young feminine voice was also 
calling out the defenceless runt in distraught. It was only when my 
throat felt raw did I realise it was me, I was screaming out to the 



now cornered boy. The Gronckle wasted no time preparing its final 
shot to end the lanky teen's life. 


Hiccup was going to die, that realization was powerful. The thought 
of Hiccup's death shouldn't have made my stomach churn, it shouldn't 
have made my heart beat faster, it shouldn't made my head spin, but 
the concept of Hiccup's demise did all of that and more. My organs 
twisted and knotted in ways that made me feel sick, the entire would 
seemed to spin and tilt in ways that didn't help, and my heart was 
practically kicking and screaming to break out of my rib 
cage . 

Suddenly a blur of white rushed towards the brown scaled beast, only 
identifiable as Dragon Hand. He had a length of rope in his hands and 
was tying it into a noose. Once tied and secured the dragon hunter 
somersaulted over the Boulder Class' head letting the lasso noose 
fall around the dragon's neck. Once he had landed on the other side 
of the dragon, he jerked the rope causing the Gronckle ' s shot to miss 
Hiccup by a hair. I released a breath I didn't realise I was holding, 
he was alive, he didn't die. 

"That's six shots," the hooded hunter growled at the Gronckle as it 
choked slightly on its leash. "You've had your fun, so get back in 
that cage, " Dragon Hand forcefully pulled the creature into its 
enclosure and Cobber closed the door. Snotlout, Fishlegs, and the 
twins all stood around me, panting slightly. The twins were 
complaining about the lack of blood and scars, and Fishlegs was 
mumbling to himself, mostly likely Gronckle facts to calm himself 
down. Snotlout no doubt tried to hit on me, but his voice was hoarse 
from all the exercise. I smirked at that image, for all that bravado 
and muscle; he's pathetic when it comes to stamina. 

"That concludes this lesson, " Cobber declared as he stood above the 
still sitting Hiccup. "We will meet in the great hall at sun down to 
discuss your performance. So do what you normally do, think about how 
you did and remember, " the blacksmith paused and looked down at the 
auburn haired boy "a dragon will always go for the kill, " Cobber then 
picked Hiccup up and shooed us out of the ring. I looked over at 
Hiccup as the others distracted themselves. Hiccup had a thinking 
face, which was normally never a good face. However this one was 
different, this one seemed more questioning than calculating, like he 
was trying to answer an impossible enigma. 

Dragon Hand watched us walk out of the stone complex, before he 
grabbed Hiccup by the shoulder. "Well done today. Hiccup, " he 
said . 

"Yeah, if by well-done you mean for losing my shield and running 
blindly into a corner, " the lanky boy retorted with natural yet sad 
sarcasm . 

"You joined this class to become a better fighter, and that's exactly 
what you're doing," Those words could another attack on my head, 
sirens blaring and vision misting over once again. The whisper 
however allowed a new sentence to echo in my mind. 

"I expect you to be tougher, braver and that's what you're becoming," 
the voice spoke over the ear piercing sounds of the world outside. I 
shook my head and mulled over this new sentence. Someone expected me 
to become stronger in a time I can't remember, this meant that the 



first sentence made total sense. That was why a€" whoever it was a€" 
didn't expect me to be the same as I used to be. Question was a€" who 
did I used to be? I would have to bring this up with Balder as well. 
The more material I have, the more willing he may be to offer his 
knowledge . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Thunk<em> 

My axe embedded itself into the twenty-fifth trunk today, cutting 
into the thick bark almost halfway. Once I had yanked the axe out of 
the tree, I brushed my fingers lightly over the metal edge, feeling 
the firm iron press an imprint into my finger. I had to admit Hiccup 
had done an incredible job sharpening the blade. I don't understand 
why he insists on killing dragons when he is perfectly capable 
working as Berk's smith. He would prove useful, and wouldn't 
completely destroy the village. 

_Thunk_ 

But no, of course he has to try and be like the rest of us and screw 
it up in the process. And then he doesn't even learn from his 
mistakes, because he just does it again and again. You would think 
that he would learn. 

_Thunk_ 

And then in dragon training he has the opportunity to improve and he 
wastes it cowering, and pushing me out of my stance. Granted I wasn't 
in stance but I didn't need him to pull a self-sacrif icing hero act 
on me, and then he had the audacity to make me afraid for his 
lif e . 

_Thunk_ 

I sighed as my frustrations were released. I put my axe over my 
shoulder and headed out of the forest to the village. I had a few 

minutes before the meet up with class began, meaning I had time to 

question Balder and get these nagging voices and thoughts out of my 

head. I pushed open the door and looked over to the bar. Sure enough. 

Balder stood there in his leather apron, chopping up some rather 
off-looking cabbage. I walked over to the tall bartender and opened 
my mouth to speak, but the stench of the leafy vegetables cause me to 
gag slightly. 

Balder smirked when he looked up from shredding the probably inedible 
greens. "On the bright side, they're not as bad for your health as 
the farmer himself, " He laughed at his own joke as he moved the 
cabbage to the side, only stopping his guffaws when he noticed my 
unamused expression. "This is why I prefer talking to Hiccup, " he 
sighed as pulled out a sack of flour and a slab of yak butter, 
placing the two ingredients in a large bowl and rubbing into them 
with his fingers. "He knows how to joke around. You on the other hand 
are way too serious, " 

"Balder, I need to talk to you," I stated "I need to know about what 
I did when I was younger," Balder looked at me as if I'd grown three 
heads, which would only be natural for such a trivial concern as 
childhood . 



Slowly though, the bartender's questioning look turned into a 
Cheshire grin that made me feel as though my privacy had been 
violated in some way. "Really?" he asked in a very strange and 
suggestive tone, but suggestive to what? I had no idea. "Want to 
relive the younger years? Because I would love to take you on a 
stroll through memory lane, " he spoke so smoothly it was bordering on 
the lines flirty, but the 'I know something you don't' attitude 
pushed this aside. 

"Look, I've been having these weird things going on in my head 
involving Hiccup, " I said trying to get him to stop and listen to 
what I had to say. But this single statement sent Balder a huge 
misunderstood message. 

"Woah, Astrid. You're a teen going through puberty, this is normal. 
But I don't need to know about what Hiccup does to you in your 
daydreams, " I scowled at the middle aged man, but this only seemed to 
fuel the fire. "I must say though, out of all the boys you could've 
chosen; you managed to pick out the finest. Good for you," I groaned 
as the lanky lean adult continued. "So how long have you been 
thinking about the green eyed hunk? I'm going to guess at 2 years, 
wouldn't surprise me. That was when you caught him with his shirt off 
in the forge, " That image instantly implanted itself into my mind. I 
could see Hiccup hammering a sword against the anvil, brown hair wet 
at the ends as sweat dripped down his face and along his neck. 

Muscles tensing and relaxing as they worked iron into shape, I 
visibly shuddered at the thought. 

"Yeah, it excites you, don't it," Balder teased in a lustful tone. 
Infuriated I turned to leave; I was getting nowhere with him. He 
completely disarmed the subject and turned it into an embarrassing 
unwanted image that was now stuck in my head. The annoying part was 
where it wouldn't go away, but the worst part was I didn't actually 
mind. In fact I kind of liked it, but that is just wrong. I furiously 
pushed my bangs away from my eyesight as I stomped to a table far 
away from the bar. I'm a shield maiden, I don't want to marry. I 
hated marriage, I hated that image, I hated Balder, but most 
important of all, I hated Hiccup. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I think I may have pushed boundaries with that topless 
Hiccup part, just wanted to make some of my female audiences drool. 
But still Balder 's character had been developed by a lot considering 
chapter 4. Just a fair warning, this is a VERY deviating story, only 
slight changes come in at the moment but when we reach 'Break Point' 
you are going to be reading a WHOLE new HTTYD fic. Anyway see yaz 
laterz . <strong> 


11. Ely Away (Hiccup) 

**Geez, this took way too long to finish. Probably wouldn't have 
managed it this soon, if my friend didn't keep pushing me to work on 
it.**** So you should technically be thaning them for this chapter. I 
didn't expect to write this much into the chapter. I had planned a 
major spoiler to pop up. Ah, well guess you'll see it in the next 
chapter. Later mans and manettes.** 



><p>It was a fluke, a once in an eternity thing. It had to be 
otherwise noting would make sense. I had been telling myself this 
constantly ever since I left the kill ring, because what other way 
could I explain a dragon sparing my life? I repeated excuses and 
reasoning behind what happened, but none of them could shake the 
feeling that something was wrong. The Night Fury, the most dangerous 
and frightening of all dragons had let me live, but Gobber had said 
that all dragons go for the kill. I had gone through all the possible 
explanations as to why I hadn't died that day. The Night Fury had 
somehow poisoned me, and was waiting for its venom to take effect. Or 
it had identified my scent and was planning to kill me when it gets 
the best chance . But those theories couldn't be right, no one had 
seen the legendary dragon, so that meant its victims didn't live long 
enough to tell the tale.<p> 

No matter how many times I called it ridiculous, stupid, or a case of 
delirium, it remained an undisputable fact. The Night Fury had spared 
my life. There was no way of making up some elaborate reason because 
there was none, the dragon had let me live. But why did it let me 
live? The dragon had me pinned to the floor, defenceless, and alone. 

I was an easy kill, what more could the mindless animal ask for? Why 
had it killed me? Why hadn't I killed it? 

That question stopped me. Why hadn't I killed the dragon when I 
could? It too was defenceless and alone when I found it, and I had 
given it the same freedom. So maybe the dragon was just returning the 
favour. I laughed at the thought, dragons don't do favours or return 
debts, they kill and kill and kill some more. But that still left me 
at the same question, "Why didn't you?" I pondered as I looked over 
the wreckage where I first encountered the dragon. I didn't even 
realise I had come this way until I got here, though I wasn't 
surprised. When I was thinking about something or someone, or often 
wonder into them without intention. 

So I knew where I was, but I didn't know where I was going. I was 
just moving aimlessly, further into the woods, not really looking for 
anything. Well I was looking for something, the Night Fury, I wanted 
to see if I could find out why it had let me live. I doubted I would 
find the answers, I doubted I would even find the dragon, but the 
gods were slightly in my favour last time, it couldn't hurt to see if 
the same happened again. 

As I spoke I came across a small pathway, which led me to the most 
amazing place. It was a cove, a small pit of land that had sunk to 
make a large ditch, with sheer stone walls leading up to surface 
level. On a segment of the wall, a large tree draped up the stone, 
the bark half buried into the rock, its roots draping down the side. 
In the centre stood a large pond, and small rocks and boulders were 
spaced around the area. With the sun rays peeking through the 
treeline into the cove, the view was a naturally beautiful splendour. 
While I did appreciate the sight, I was too focused on find the black 
beast and there was no sign of it here. 

"This was stupid," I scolded myself. Why did I think that I would 
find the Night Fury? It had probably left the island as soon as I cut 
it free; I was wasting my time with this search. I felt like a total 
idiot and decided to head back home, until I noticed something 
glinting on the ground beside me. I crouched down and picked up the 



small object to get a better look. It was smooth, black, and 
circular, and overall very scale-like. Night Fury 
scale-like . 

Immediately after this revelation, a loud shriek erupted from the 
wall beside me. I fell to the ground as a jet black blur exploded up 
the wall. When I looked up, I saw the legendary dragon clawing at the 
stone wall in an attempt to get purchase. Eventually, despite the 
beast's efforts, gravity caught up with the dragon and it was forced 
to turn and make a safe glide back into the cove. It was still here, 
the dragon was still here, and it hadn't noticed me. I crawled over 
to one of the closer rocks so that I could get a better look of the 
nightmarish reptile. The dragon made a second attempt to get over the 
walls but again failed, abandoning the task to make a half-clumsy 
landing. I now had a perfect look at the Night Fury's body, I could 
draw this and show it to the others and prove myself. I fumbled for 
my notebook and pencil, and began making the outline for the 
creature. It was moving around angrily as I drew it, showing me 
amazing details and angles of its features. 

I watched as it tried again to climb out of the large cove only to 
fail once again. This was odd behaviour, it had wings, giant bat-like 
wings that it could use to propel itself into the air and escape the 
large pitted landscape. "So, why don't you just fly away?" I worried 
out loud. The Night Fury huffed in annoyance and blasted the ground 
with its fire, its tail flicking in aggravated fury. That's when I 
noticed a minor detail I had gotten wrong, the dragon had no left 
tail. I rubbed the mistake out with my sleeve and watched the reptile 
as it attempted to climb the walls for a fourth time. Its face was 
now pointed in my direction but it wasn't looking at me, though it 
didn't have to for me to see its eyes. 

Those eyes were doing that thing to me again; they were making me see 
emotions that don't associate with dragons. This time I could see 
that fear again, the fear of death, only this time its eyes weren't 
hard and challenging. This time the fear was soft, saddened, and 
filled with hopelessness. It took me a minute to understand why, it 
was dying. For some reason it was unable to fly out of the cove and 
evidently unable to climb out either. The only possible source of 
food was the pond, the Night Fury realised this at the same time as I 
did and made a failed attempt to catch the fish inside the small body 
of water. 

The dragon's depression seeped into me when I realised what I had 
done. I had sentenced it to a slow death. I could have killed it 
quickly back in the forest, but now it would die slowly of nagging 
starvation. This was the biggest joke the gods have ever played on 
me, I had killed the Night Fury and I ended up feeling like the 
monster. A small sound caught my attention and sent me into absolute 
panic. While I was in my thoughts, my pencil had fallen from my hand 
and now clattered down the rock surface and into the cove. 

I slowly looked back to the Night Fury, who was now looking straight 
at me and growling lightly. The weirdest thing about it was that I 
wasn't scared. The Night Fury was staring at me and I wasn't scared. 

I was actually curious about the dragon, I wanted to learn about it, 
understand it even. The Night Fury then tilted its head towards me, 
in what I could only assume was curiosity. It was then that I noticed 
that my head was tilted in the same way. I felt strangely amazed the 
dragon had copied me, showing equal curiosity towards me. 



Rain started to come down on us both. I looked up to see heavy storm 
clouds gathering in heavy groups, if I didn't head back soon I would 
be drenched. I looked down to where the Night Fury was only to watch 
it dash to sheltered part of the cove, out of my line of sight. I 
sighed and made my way back to the village. I had planned to go 
straight to my house, but then I remembered that Gobber wanted us to 
meet up at the great hall. I groaned at the prospect of spending the 
evening with Snotlout and the twins. It didn't matter if Gobber was 
there; those three would find a way to put me through Helheim. 

I begrudgingly climbed the stairs up to the large structure and 
opened the large doors. I saw a small group of vikings that had opted 
not to go with my father on the raid, and my classmates were holed up 
in the centre of the large hall. As I neared I noticed Balder 
collecting Astrid's finished food tray and refilling her mead cup. 
When he saw me he smiled, "Hey, Hiccup, " he called, bringing 
everyone's, not just my table's, attention towards me. I winced 
slightly at the sudden attention; it wouldn't have surprised me if a 
chicken bone was thrown my head now that I had been addressed. "Looks 
like you caught the bulk of the storm, " he laughed, as he pushed a 
tray of food into my hands, patting my back as I passed him. 

I decided to ignore Balder and carry on walking to the table. Gobber 
was droning on about perfecting our techniques, therefore unable to 
notice Snotlout slapping the tray out of my hands and jeering at me. 

I decided to ignore this and moved to sit next to Fishlegs, only for 
my pig headed cousin to torment me again by pushing me away from the 
bench. I sighed and sat down on the table next to the others and 
began scratching at the wooden surface with my nails. 

I wasn't paying attention to Gobber has he continued to confide with 
the others. I just continued to doodle invisible pictures into the 
wood. I vaguely noticed Balder whispering something in Astrid ear 
which caused her face to turn in anger. I could partially hear her 
growling at the lanky adult; quite clearly Balder had said something 
he shouldn't have. I chalked down the chances of the bartender 
telling my crush about my feelings and found them uncomfortably high. 
It didn't surprise me that the shield maiden was now infuriated with 
me . 

"You need to live and breathe this stuff, " Gobber announced as he 
presented a small book with badly bent spine. "The Dragon Manual," 
the blacksmith announced eerily, in an attempt to excite the young 
teens only to receive bored yawns from the twins. Gobber rolled his 
eyes and elaborated "Everything we know about every dragon we know 
of," he spoke firmly demanding their attention. He was only rewarded 
with a response from Fishlegs, who shook his head vigorously in 
excitement. Gobber gave up on the teens and opted to head back to 
bed. "Study up," he said tiredly as he headed to the doors. 

Those final two words woke the class idiots. Tuffnut dropped a knife 
he had been playing with, his sister's jaw dropped in shock, and 
Snotlout nearly choked on a large portion of yak. There responded in 
respective order: 

"Wait. You mean actually read?" 

"While we are still living?" 



"What's the point in knowing stuff? Learning about dragons doesn't 
help you fight them, " 


Astrid rolled her eyes the black haired buffoon as he winked in her 
direction. I laughed silently at my cousin's continuous failed 
attempts to woo the gorgeous blonde. She wasn't interested in him, 
nor me, nor anybody. Her only interests were to become the best 
warrior of our generation, and then she would hopefully become my 
friend again. That was all I wanted from her once she had 
accomplished her goals, for me and her to be the same terms as when 
we were kids, if only a little more mature. 

Fishlegs had already taken the manual from its untouched place and 
began flipping through the pages. "Are you kidding me, Snotlout? This 
book has taught even the greatest of vikings how to kill dragons. 

Even your dad read it to improve, and look how far it got him, " 
Snotlout snarled at the large boy, mostly like for shooting down his 
'successful' flirt, and then left the bench to exit the great hall 
after Gobber. The twins followed, as did Fishlegs after he placed the 
manual back onto the table. This left me and Astrid alone in the 
large structure, if you didn't count the other vikings scattered 
around the tables, and Balder who was now stood at his bar with a 
Cheshire grin on his face. I decided to break the silence by making 
an innocent suggestion. It was probably the only way I knew how to 
talk to the girl without her sending me a dark glare and possibly a 
sharp axe . 

"So I guess we could share-, " 

"Read it, " she interrupted pushing the book towards and getting up to 
follow the others. As I watched her leave, I half hoped she would 
turn around with apologetic age, like she had 9 years ago. She did 
turn back, but when she did she looked behind me. I turned around, 
only just catching Balder putting his hands behind his back and 
whistling innocently. I turned back to Astrid to watch as she left 
the hall. 


12. Kill on Sight (Hiccup) 

**Big thing in this chapter, though I doubt most would care. I would 
have introduced this plot twist later, but that will mean quite a bit 
of rewrite. If I get too much flame about it I will go ahead and 
rewrite the chapter and the story. ANYWAY, enjoy the latest 
instalment of The Dragon Hand.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Swing and a miss, " Balder called after the great hall doors 
closed. I groaned and let my head flop onto the table. "Hey buddy, 
you made her blush. That's a good thing," he said, now standing a 
little closer. I just banged my head against the wooden surface to 
block out the bartender's terrible attempts at comfort. <p> 

"Balder, " I interrupted the thin man half way through some sort of 
dating advice. "Just leave it. I already told you that I just want 
her to be my friend again, I don't care if she is my girlfriend or 
not, " This was true, all I wanted was for Astrid to be my friend 
again like she was back when we were children. For all I cared she 
could be in a relationship with Dagur, just so long as she and I 



could hang out like we used to when we were little. 


"You don't care, that doesn't mean you wouldn't like it," Balder 
stated chuckling as my face flushed red and made a second 
acquaintance with the table. This was also true, while I didn't mind 
if Astrid came to fall in love with someone else, the idea of her 
being my girlfriend excited and terrified me. Terror was the most 
prominent feeling I had at the thought of us in a relationship. If I 
couldn't even talk to her with the goal of rekindling our friendship, 
how was I supposed to ask her out on a date? Balder decided to taunt 
me even more, "Shame you don't care that she wants to be your girl," 
That alerted me immediately; I turned to the outlander, who was 
grinning ear to ear. 

"What do you mean 'She wants to be my girl'?" I asked suspiciously, 
as he began cleaning a tankard humming a small tune, the one he 
always hummed when we talked about Astrid. I was a soft and beautiful 
tune, the kind of music that she used to like when she was younger. 
Ignoring this, I pressed the matter harder, "Are you trying to mock 
me?" I demanded angrily. 

Balder didn't look up from his task. Instead he placed down the now 
dry tankard and began weaving through the tables, picking up food 
tray and cutlery into an oversized pile that threatened to topple out 
of his arms. "She came by this afternoon, started asking about you," 
he explained, he then turned around to face, peering behind the large 
pile of trays and mugs. "She's been thinking about you," he chimed as 
he moved back to the bar to wash the pile. 

"Yep, you're mocking me," I declared as I moved back to my original 
table, getting a clean tray and a piece of chicken. Balder glared at 
me as I placed the meat onto the wooden plate, making sure to spread 
as much grease on as possible. "That's pay back for taunting me," I 
jeered as I took up a seat, smirking as I listened to the middle aged 
man sulking like a child. 

It was now nearly midnight, and I was still in the great hall. I 
don't know why I didn't leave; maybe there was something in the back 
of my head telling me to stay for some reason. As I stared into 
nothingness I couldn't help but think about that Night Fury again and 
again . 

"Hiccup, " Balder called from one of the far ends of the hall. "I'm 
going down to the cellar to do inventory, and then I'm going to bed," 
he said before pointing to the candles around the large room. "Make 
sure they are all out and that all the doors are shut properly before 
you head out, " he commanded before he disappeared behind the door to 
the cellars. 

I saluted as my thoughts returned to thinking about my second 
encounter with the black scaled beast. It fascinated me to no end. 

Its display of fear, sadness, and curiosity had me pining to get a 
better look at the creature. Maybe if it didn't kill me today, it 
won't kill me if I go down tomorrow and actually stand in front of 
it . 

I stopped my thoughts when I realised where they were headed. Did I 
have a death wish, why would I even think of approaching the dragon 
in such a calm manner? The minute I got into the cove, it would kill 
me then eat me. Of this I had no doubt, well maybe a little. I mean 



an animal can't spend all of its time killing and eating. Not even 
the greatest of vikings spend all their time fighting, why should 
dragons ? 

What was I talking about? Dragons were mindless monsters, not 
animals. All they know is to kill vikings on sight, nothing else. 

I looked over to the manual as it lay on the table, silently waiting 

to be read. Curiosity took over, it had been a lot recently, and I 
dragged the book over to where I sat. I chuckled slightly when I 
imagined Fishlegs throwing a fit about the back cover and the spine 
being damaged. Knowing how much the big teen loved the book, he 

probably would know tomorrow just by looking at it. Ignoring this I 

opened the book to the Introductories page. 

_Dragon Classif icat ions_ 

_Strike Class_ 

_Fear Class_ 

_Mystery Class_ 

_Stoker Class_ 

_Sharp Class_ 

_Boulder Class_ 

_Tidal Class_ 

I was actually surprised vikings were sophisticated enough to 
classify dragons. But I was even more surprised when I found out that 
it was Cobber's grandfather, Bork the Unfortunate, who came up with 
idea. Upon familiarising myself with the classes, I turned the next 
page to the first dragon. 

_Thunderdrum _ 

_This reclusive dragon inhabits sea caves and dark tide pools. When 
startled the Thunderdrum lets off a concussive sound that can kill a 
man at close range. _ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

Those last three words struck an unknown nerve in me. Something about 
'Kill on Sight' just made me feel a little hollow for some reason. I 
brushed it off as my distaste for blood and continued to the next 
page . 

_Timber jack_ 

_This gigantic creature has razor sharp wings that can slice through 
full grown trees. _ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

Again the words shook me, like they were trying to beat something 
into or out of my head. The next page: 



_Scauldron_ 

_Sprays scalding water at its victim. _ 

_Extremely Danger-_ 

A sudden thunder crack startled me. I turned to the door expecting 
the water dragon to be peering through the door, angry that I had 
read its page. I turned back to the book and looked over the final 
sentence. Again the words 'Kill on Sight' were 
there . 

_Changewing_ 

_Even newly hatched dragons can spray acid._ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

I was starting to see a pattern in this book, a pattern I didn't 
like. I was also beginning to understand why the words unnerved me. 
Kill on Sight was exactly how described the dragons to be monster not 
a few moments ago. But if all this book says is Kill on Sight, then 
it begs the question: Are we fighting cause we need to, or because we 
enjoy it? I had to check the other pages. 

_Skrill_ 

_Rides lightning bolts like a torpedo. _ 

_Extremely Dangerous Kill on Sight. _ 

_Ignitalon_ 

_Slash their victims with fiery claws. _ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

_Eeathersharp_ 

_Shoot poisonous quills at their victim. _ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

_Deeplurker_ 

_Elap their large wings to create waves that drown their 
victims ._ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

_Draugrappel_ 

_Venom sends victims through Helheim._ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

_Plundergrave_ 

_Eat from the graves of vikings. _ 



_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

_Pebblenail_ 

_Uses sharp stones to impale its victims. _ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

_Razorhorn_ 

_Slice their victims in half._ 

_Extremely Dangerous, Kill on Sight. _ 

I leaned back in shock, as my mind processed what I had read. All 
vikings know is to kill dragons on sight, no matter how small of a 
threat it is. Even the Terrible Terror was given the 'Kill on Sight' 
instruction, with a very graphic picture of the small creature being 
gutted up. I realised then and there, that we acted nearly as 
monstrous as the dragons themselves, nearly. I didn't have evidence 
that the dragons really weren't evil killing machines apart from two 
times that I got lucky. But was it luck? It was a Night Eury, the 
most deadly of all dragons, right? I leaned back over the book and 
began flipping through the pages again until my eyes fell upon the 
golden target. 

_Night Eury_ 

_Speed a€" Unknown, Size a€" Unknown. _ 

_The Unholy Offspring of Lightning and Death Itself, never engage 
this dragon. _ 

_Your only chance a€" Hide and Pray in does not Eind You_ 

I couldn't help but pull my sketchbook out and flip it to the picture 
I drew of the ebony dragon. The image and my experiences with the 
creature proved the page wrong. In fact my experiences alone proved 
the entire book wrong. Something was wrong with one side of this war 
and I needed to figure out what. 

"What do you have there, boy?" a controlled voice startled from 
directly behind me. I swung out around in surprise, accidently 
hitting, judging from the white robes. Dragon Hand. The hunter fell 
over in a surprisingly ungraceful manner, clattering over a bench and 
knocking a few objects from one of the other tables, before he fell 
to the floor. 

I approached and immediately began apologising to the white clad man. 
"I'm so sorry, sir. I just heard your voice and I got startled. Not 
that it is your fault for startling me, it's my fault for-," I 
stopped myself in shock at what I saw before me. The Dragon Hand's 
hood had fallen down during the tumble, and his face was clear in the 
candlelight. Seeing who the viking vigilante was, I no longer felt 
intimidated by the middle aged man before me. 

"Well, my identity has been revealed in more ceremonious ways, " 

Balder remarked as he stood up, seeing no point in speaking in his 
alter ego's voice anymore. He stood and brushed his white leather 
armour, as I continued to stare at the sight before me. Balder Blesi 



a€" the sarcastic overly annoying, self-entitled "love expert" was 
Dragon Hand a€" the fearless, skilful, and incredible dragon 
hunter . 

"Balder, what in the name of Thor, " the dragon, uh, bartender looked 
up from his armour dusting and walked past me. 

"Tell you what, we'll trade secrets" he said as he walked over to the 
manual and my still open sketchbook. "Now, I've basically already 
told you that I am the great and incredible Dragon Hand, so what is 
this?" he held up the Night Fury picture. I tried to think of a 
plausible excuse, but after 5 seconds I sighed. Balder/Dragon Hand 
knew when I was lying in both personas, so I might as well tell the 
truth . 

"It's the Night Fury," I responded quietly. 

"The same one that has mysteriously disappeared from its crash site?" 
he inquired. I could feel myself squirming under the man's 
interrogation . 

"Yeah, the same one," I whispered, unsure of what to expect next. A 
friend's teasing remark, or a hunter's disapproving comment. 

What I didn't expect was for the white clad man to look at the sketch 
and whisper back an wondering "Why?" 

"Why what?" I responded. 

"Why didn't you kill it?" I wasn't sure how to respond to that 
question. I didn't understand why I didn't either. Balder must have 
sense uncertainty so he dropped the matter and the sketchbook back on 
the table. He stood over me and I hung my head in shame. I was a 
failure of a viking, I had let loose a dragon that has caused chaos 
on our island for nearly a decade, but I strangely didn't feel as 
guilty as I should. 

A firm hand pat my shoulder and looked up to Balder who had his 
casual Cheshire grin. "Classic Hiccup - You wouldn't hurt a wasp that 
had stung you then found itself in a spider web. Heck, you'd probably 
save the little pest," I looked at Balder in disbelief. 

"You're not mad?" I exasperated, shocked that he was taking the news 
that I'd freed the 'Unholy Offspring of Lightning and Death Itself'. 
Balder simply laughed at my question. 

"Of course not, pal. I'm just curious," he said his smile faltering 
slightly, but maintaining it position. I nodded for him to continue. 
"Now that the Night Fury is free and out there, what do plan to do 
next?" I opened my mouth but found I could not reply. I didn't know 
what I planned to do next, but I knew I needed to see that Night Fury 
again. Something just needed to be cleared in my head. 

I must have taken too long in my thoughts, because Balder moved away 
from me to return to his bedroom in the cellars. "Well whatever you 
plan to do, be careful. Don't want Astrid to find out that her man 
was eviscerated by a dragon, " I glared at the bartender, only then 
realising my mistake. 

"Sorry, sir. Balder, Sir Balder, Mr. Blesi, Mr Blesi si-," 



"Hiccup, " the white clad hunter used his gruff alter ego voice to 
interrupt my rambling. He then continued in his light hearted tone, 
"I'm only Dragon Hand when the hood is up," he smiled and then 
skulked down to the cellars. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Yelp, another chapter donerino. Now some of you will have 
noticed that I have deviated from the story, quite a few times 
throughout the story. Well a MAJOR deviation is about to surface 
involving Astrid, her temper, her mouth, and her guilt. Let's see in 
the next chappie. FOR NOW THOUGH, I'm going to get back to work on 
the Dragon Manual and the Book of Dragons. See you later people of 
the f let ion . <strong> 


13. Fishbone (Astrid) 

**This chapter took forever, but then again it is 2 off of 3000 words 
and I have had a pretty hectic couple of months getting used to 
college. Anyway this chapter should prove very interesting, quite a 
few surprises for Astrid in this one, including a BIG one for you 
guys. So sit back, relax, and enjoy.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Hey I just happened to notice that the manual had nothing on 
Night Furies. Is there another book, a sequel, or maybe even a Night 
Fury pamphlet?" Hiccup's question was, I assume, interrupted by the 
Nadder. "Serves him right," I muttered under my breath, you shouldn't 
ask unimportant queries while on the battlefield. I scolded myself 
for my hypocritical thoughts. I should be focussing on what Hiccup is 
doing when I am facing off against a dragon, especially when that 
dragon is the Deadly Nadder. Nadders were amongst the most guaranteed 
dragons to arrive during raids, so this class was probably the most 
important . <p> 

"Today is all about attack. Nadders are quick and light on their 
feet, your job is to be quicker and lighter, " Gobber instructed from 
the stands beyond the kill ring's bars. Dragon Hand also stood at the 
bars, standing tall as he watched us practice. I couldn't help but 
notice that he seemed to be following a single student from beyond my 
view of the tall wooden walls, which made a labyrinth for us to hunt 
the dragon in. No doubt he was following the runt of the group, 
seeing as he has so much faith him. 

But why, what was it about Hiccup that could possibly grab his 
attention. Did he actually believe that Hiccup had taken down the 
Night Fury? The lanky teen had openly admitted that he failed like he 
had every other time he made an attempt at the elusive dragon's life. 
Unless, Dragon Hand wanted everyone to believe that so that he could 
claim its head as his own. The hunter did have an obsession with the 
demon. Perhaps he intimidated Hiccup into keeping quiet, it wouldn't 
that hard to scare the runt into acceptance. 

The sound of the twins arguing woke me from my thoughts as I turned 
another corner. I can't believe I actually considered that a 
possibility. First of all, the cloaked man was far too honourable and 
respective to even consider threaten Hiccup, no matter what prize he 



earned from doing so. And secondly. Hiccup actually downing the Night 
Fury? I feel like an idiot for considering the chances of it being 
true . 

I rushed past another corner, passing Snotlout as I strode on in 
search of the dragon. Upon seeing me, Snotlout 's frustration left his 
face and put on his most "handsome" look. "Hey babe," he called after 
me, "I'm going to tag along with you. You never know when you might 
need rescuing, " In any other situation, I would have turned around 
and knocked him unconscious for his macho stupidity. However that 
would downgrade me in the eyes of Gobber, Dragon Hand, and the elder 
Gothi . Wait, Elder Gothi?! 

I cursed myself for my previous ignorance to the lesson, that would 
not get me into the old woman's good books and that is where I needed 
to be. The dwarfish healer was the oldest and wisest of all the 
people on Berk, but she was also the one who decided which one of the 
recruits would be chosen to face the Monstrous Nightmare in the final 
exam. Vikings that pass the exam are considered true vikings and are 
given honour upon their name. That was one of the many ways my father 
and I planned to redeem Fearless Uncle Finn, aside from killing the 
dragon that humiliated him. 

I wasn't about to have this chance to impress Gothi taken from me, I 
was going to win this fight. I continued to run through the 
labyrinth, the Jorgenson boy following behind me like a lost puppy. 

We passed Hiccup, who was asking more pointless Night Fury questions, 
almost knocking him to the ground as we rushed by. I stopped mid-run 
when I heard the Nadder's squawking, immediately rolling to use the 
near corner as cover. I thought about taking a peek, but realised 
that Hiccup's Thor-damned rambling was probably getting its 
attention. It wasn't a good idea to risk detection if you knew that 
the enemy had something to detect you with. I turned to watch Hiccup 
back into our lane as he asked Gobber if anyone had snuck up on a 
Night Fury. 

"Hiccup, " I hissed in a low voice to get his attention. When he 
turned to face me, his eyes seemed radiate with surprise, fear, and 
something else I didn't recognise. Somehow those eyes made me wonder 
back to what Balder had whispered to me during the previous 
night . 

"Careful Astrid, you don't want him to know you like him," 

I gritted my teeth at the thought of that troll faced rat monkey's 
lewd comments. There was no way I would ever like the runt, ever. I'd 
go over the cliffs before I'd become any friend of his, I don't have 
friends, I don't need friends. Friends are just people you end up 
losing and grieving for, making you reckless and afraid. They were 
useless baggage that slowed down true warriors; they would be the 
death of me if I ever tried to relate to them. That was something I 
had been taught when- 

My mind stopped again, the voices of the skinny viking and his 
obnoxious cousin were drowned out from around me. I had another vague 
memory surfacing in my mind, however this one was a lot more 
frightening than the ones featuring Hiccup. In this memory, a large 
viking figure stood over me. His features were a shadow, blocked by 
the darkness but outlined by a raging fire being him. His eyes burned 
an evil red as he yelled at me in a booming and frightening voice. 



"You don't need friends, you don't have friends," The image 
frightened me; I was paralyzed as the figure loomed over me even 
more, almost hovering above me. 

I hadn't even realised that Nadder homed in on us, until it jumped 
down into the T-junction of the lane, cutting off all paths except 
the one we came out of. Hiccup was frozen to the spot, though he 
didn't seem to be afraid of the dragon rather he looked awed by it. 

It seemed we were in luck, the Deadly Nadder had binocular vision, 
meaning its sight was meant to for sidelong vision and not forwards, 
which was exactly where we were. If we kept quiet a few more seconds 
we might have been able to find an opening to attack from. However 
Snotlout had chosen that exact moment to start squealing like a baby. 
The sky blue dragon locked onto the Jorgenson's cry and squawked in 
malice. I noticed its long tail rising from behind its large beaked 
head. The spines that surrounded the long appendage were instantly 
sprung up, ready to fire at the obnoxious idiot and consequently the 
person standing in front of him. Me. 

The spines whistled through the air as I barrel rolled forward from 
my crouched position, narrowly dodging the venomous projectiles as 
they struck the wooden wall where Snotlout and I once stood. My new 
position had placed me at the side of the Nadder, right into its line 
of sight. I cursed under my breath and took a battle stance, debating 
whether or not to attack or flee until I had a greater advantage. The 
T junction area allowed me multiple exits if I found the Nadder too 
problematic, and if I moved fluently and frequently between each 
path, I could keep the dragon boxed into the centre, giving it 
nowhere to run. However the Deadly Nadder was a dragon that was 
incredibly difficult to surround. It could attack rear and side 
enemies with its poisonous spines, and those in front of the dragon, 
like Hiccup and Snoutlout, would receive a massive burst of magnesium 
f ire . 

Looking around the Nadder, I noticed that Snotlout was gone and 
Hiccup was stood in a terrible battle stance. His knees were holding 
too much weight to the ground, leaving him with barely enough muscle 
to hold up his shield, which was facing to his side and not towards 
the Nadder. Knowing full well that Hiccup had no chance of even 
lasting a second against the reptilian beast, I took the fight into 
my own hands. I knocked on the centre of my shield with my axe to 
irritate the dragon and keep it from making an accurate shot against 
the skinny viking. The dragon reacted violently to the noise, shaking 
its head in an attempt to stop the sound of clanging metal. The 
monster spun round to face my direction and let off a burst of pillar 
of flames. The torrent missed by a good metre but it startled me 
enough to stop my shield bashing. 

With its sight now focused the Nadder made to bite at me, I 
sidestepped away from the attack only to be staggered as the dragon 
swatted me with its wing. The beast then performed a sweep with its 
tail, sending me to the floor. My axe fell out of my grip, but only 
fell a few inches away from me. As my hand took hold of the weapon 
however, the blue lizard planted its foot firmly atop the axe and my 
arm. I cried out as the Nadder put pressure on my trapped arm, not 
enough to damage any bones but certainly enough to make me cry out in 
pain. I kicked and pulled to get my arm from under the demon's paw in 
an attempt to escape the pin. The axe was a lost cause now, the only 
thing that mattered was that I escaped. 



My attempts were in vain, but I kept on trying pushing on in hopes 
that a miracle would save me. The scaled beast roared in its victory 
before preparing its deadly breath. I didn't close my eyes, and I 
didn't turn away. A true viking always faces their demise with 
dignity. Even if this was training I would have still died in battle 
and be given passage to the gates of Vahalla. However a very nasally 
battle cry caught my attention, and suddenly death looked slightly 
sweeter. Beyond the Nadder, Hiccup was charging at the Deadly Nadder. 
He had dropped his bladeless weapon and had chosen to hold his shield 
with both hands at the rim. The dragon shot its spines at the runt, 
but they all bounded off the shield as Hiccup held it in front of 
himself, not once stopping his run. Once passed the tail. Hiccup slid 
up to the leg that had me pinned, and slammed the shield's edge into 
the back of the reptile's knee. The sudden loss balance caused the 
Nadder to stumble, and step off of me to rebalance. I picked myself 
up and found myself being pulled through the maze by Hiccup, the 
Nadder hot on our trail. 

Hiccup pulled us round a corner, which was too tight for the pursuing 
dragon. The spiked monster ended up knocking the wall over, causing a 
giant domino effect as all the other labyrinth walls fell into one 
another until the ring was litter with humungous wooden boards. Still 
Hiccup and I ran and still the dragon followed. Finally having 
enough, I ripped Hiccup's shield from his arm and threw it at the 
Nadder 's head. The dragon deflected the hit with its needled frill 
and continued its charge. I pushed Hiccup to the side and then barrel 
rolled away from the monster's charge. It hit the wall with a lot of 
force, clearly taking some serious damage. It turned to face us 
again, only for Dragon Hand to slide under the bar and onto its back. 
The white hunter grabbed onto the creature's frilled horns and 
wrestled it back to the cages, where Gobber was walking over to shut 
the pen door. 

"Hey babe," came an obnoxious voice from behind me. I didn't even 
bother to turn as Snot lout continued to breathe down my neck. "I 
tried to regroup with you, but the maze walls kept getting in my 
way, " I mentally cringed at the terrible excuse, but what made it 
worse is that he went on. "I tried reasoning with it but you know how 
walls can be, no ears. So anyway, I know this really cool place under 
the falls. You want to go train there, then maybe bath later?" At 
this I turned around and scowled at the dim-witted lug head. That was 
the most disrespectful, disgusting, and perverted thing he could 
possibly ask. And for that reason, he was going to get 
punched . 

Before my fist made contact however, I was grabbed by the wrist 
mid-swing. I looked up to meet the hooded man's shadowed face, his 
mouth ever visible was smirking in amusement, something I don't think 
anyone has ever seen on the hunter's face. "Four times that boy has 
saved your life," he stated with mild cheer, "If I didn't know any 
better I'd say he's your guardian knight," At first I was lost to his 
meaning, but then a groan to the side of me caught my attention as 
Hiccup picked himself off of the stone floor. 

To say I was embarrassed would be an understatement, I felt emotions 
I could only describe as frustration, annoyance, but most important 
of all, rage. Firstly, Hiccup had made me waste my efforts to save 
him by gawking at the Nadder, only thinking to help when I was pinned 
down and seconds from death. Secondly he pulled along with him, 
treating me like a defenceless toddler and himself like a gallant 



hero. But the worst part, the most bitter limpet to swallow was that 
he did all of this in front of Gothi . My chance to be top student and 
participate in the final exam had been ruined by him. I stormed up to 
him, my fists clenched until the knuckles were white. 

"You listen to me and you listen well," I yelled into his face. He 
cringed away at my raised voice as I continued to bore down on him. 
"This is not some kind of game, this is a war. Our homeland, our 
family legacies, our very lives are at stake. This isn't time to be 
asking pointless questions that neither you nor anyone else will ever 
have the answers to. How do you expect to defend this village if all 
you're focused on is one dragon that you have no chance of catching? 
If you continue like this, the village stands no chance of 
survival , " 

I was panting by the end of my tirade, completely exhausted of breath 
but I would start up again if I had to. I didn't feel calmer after 
speaking, if anything I felt angrier. I was outraged and I couldn't 
think of any way to vent out the steam I need to release. I looked at 
Hiccup as he hung his head shamefully. There was something about the 
image before that made my stomach a little queasy and my arms twitch 
in the boy's direction. Hiccup slowly looked up, having realised that 
I had stopped my verbal assault and croaked "Astrid, I-, " 

"SHUT UP FISHBONE!" I wanted to punch Ruffnut for interrupting. I 
didn't need her help, and I certainly didn't want it when I was 
yelling at Hiccup. When I turned to face her, I was surprised to see 
that she was looking at me like I had grown wings and a tail. They 
all wore similar expressions, eyes wide, mouth hung open, all staring 
at me. Even Dragon Hand looked stunned, looking between me and 
Hiccup, whose eyes were now watering. 

'Oh my gods, ' I thought as realisation dawned on me. 'Oh my gods, oh 
my gods, oh my gods, ' I had said that, not Ruffnut. It was me, I said 
fishbone. I had just called Hiccup a fishbone. That didn't sit right 
in my head at all, it just wouldn't click. I called Hiccup a 
fishbone, I never call Hiccup a fishbone, I never call Hiccup 
anything. I have mentally described him as such things like runt and 
skinny, but never something as hurtful as Useless or Eishbone. I 
looked directly as Hiccup, his face one of despair as his face sagged 
into a depressive expression. I tried to speak, but the words died on 
my tongue. I couldn't speak, there was nothing I to say to 
him. 

Dragon Hand reached out to Hiccup, his gruff voice breaking into a 
softer more familiar one as he attempted to comfort the boy. "Hiccup, 
she didn't mean-," before he could finish however. Hiccup sped out of 
the arena and disappeared from sight. No one made a move to go after 
him, just letting him go out to deal with what I had done on his own. 
I looked on the floor to see a dotted trail of droplets along the 
floor. Tears. Hiccup was crying, I had made Hiccup cry. I could feel 
my own eyes getting clouded from all the emotions that flooded and 
waved through my head. 

"Lesson's over," Gobber's call brought me back to reality, he sounded 
frighteningly stern as he spoke, looking at me with seriousness. "Go 
do whatever you usually do. Meet up at the watchtower at dusk," He 
then ended his stare to look directly at the other teens. "And if any 
of you let word of this out of your mouths, you will get a rematch 
with the Nadder alone, " he yelled, everyone filched at his bellowing 



before giving quick nods. 

Everyone's eyes turned to me and I felt myself crumble under the 
pressure. Dragon Hand came up to me with my axe in his and a frown on 
his face. He held out the axe to me, but I couldn't reach for it, I 
didn't want to. I felt like it had suddenly become the bane of my 
existence. Instead, I let it lay in his hands, as I ran out of the 
arena and disappeared from sight, unknowingly leaving a second trail 
of droplets on the arena floor. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Betcha weren't expected that were ya? I know, you 
probably hate me so much right now, but its a necessary evil. I want 
to adapt and change this story as much as I can to keep it different 
from other deviations, but don't you worry none. Things will work 
out. I'll make sure of it. ; ) Leave a review and tell me what you 
think, see ya dudes . <strong> 

**Blue** 


14. Teeth (Hiccup) 

**I'm not as proud of this chapter. A lot of illogical stuff, and the 
whole bonding process wasn't as long as I would have liked. But I had 
to upload what I had, might change it on a later date, might 
not . ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I didn't know where I was running to. Just that it was away from 
everything and everyone. Tears pricked my eyes and I ran half blinded 
by the blurs they created. The fuzzy colours of green and brown made 
it clear I was in the forest, but that wasn't good enough. I wanted 
to be somewhere else, somewhere I didn't recognise, somewhere that no 
one had any chance of finding me. I needed to be alone to calm myself 
and collect my thoughts. My legs grew inevitably tired and I resorted 
to letting them walk me towards wherever I was heading, the events of 
before caught up with me as I shuffled further into the 
woodlands . <p> 

"Fishbone, " - That word. The name that was thrust upon me since 
childhood echoed through my mind. The trees seemed to whisper it 
constantly, not letting the word out of my head. It became worse as 
the voices became more familiar, more Astrid-like. She continued to 
shout that name, over and over, until she was screaming in my head. 
Energy returned to my legs as I tried to run away from the jeering 
girl . 

In my blind teary eyed rush, I stumbled and fell, a lot. I knew I was 
bouncing on stone, and I could feel my body aching as it rolled and 
tumbled off the stones, before eventually coming in contact the dirt. 
Surprisingly the fall didn't shatter anything, but I could feel a 
strong bruise on my arm. I didn't care about that though, only 
Astrid's constant taunting, ringing through my head 
endlessly . 


Fishbone . 



FISHBONE . 


FISHBONE ! 

"Stop, " I shrieked and was immediately met by silence, a cold, 
depressing and lonely silence. Then I heard sobbing, and I didn't 
need to look around to work out who it was. I didn't let it stop 
either. I just let the tears flow down my cheeks. Soon the only 
sounds in the forest were my sobs, echoing out into the 
forestry . 

Why would she say that? Why did Astrid call me that name? The twins 
and Snotlout are no stranger to calling me Useless and Gobber would 
always insult me, but only to tease. Even my father has whispered 
insults about me when he thought I wasn't present. But Astrid, she 
never calls anyone names. Not even Snotlout, who she despises more 
than anybody. 

Or maybe, she doesn't hate Snotlout the most. Maybe she feels she has 
one thing in common with him a€" his hatred of me. It was then that I 
had the most agonising thought I had ever had in my mind. My once 
best friend now hated me beyond imagination. I don't what made her 
hate me, the fact that we no longer hung out, or she saw like me 
everyone else, but I was leaning towards the latter. Either way, more 
tears streamed from my eyes as I let my cries bounce off the stone 
walls around me. 

After sometime, my sobs became silent, until I was merely sniffling 
with red eyes. I wipe the red bags under my eyes, which became 
sensitive under my touch. I took long controlled breaths in an 
attempt to console myself. It worked for the most part a€" I was now 
composed, but I could steal feel the hateful word at the back of my 
mind. I pushed it aside along with all of my thoughts and instead 
looked at my surroundings. 

My eyes were still blurry, all I could see was the grass surround by 
grey stone. A lake rested somewhere one of the walls. There was a 
shadowy area across the small body of water where I couldn't see 
anything. The place looked familiar but my mind was too conflicted to 
focus on my memories. Instead I dragged my aching mind towards the 
pool of water. So there I was, sitting by a pool of water, which 
washed away my tears and made them blend and disappear. I wiped my 
eyes so that I could see more clearly in the lake. The water was 
rippled, its gentle peace disturbed by my sorry self. 'The story of 
my life' I mentally scoffed, looking down on the distorted image 
beneath me. 

Was it distorted, though? As I look in to the broken eyes of the 
reflection, I actually find myself thinking of it as an exact 
replica. All I saw was a wasted piece of flesh, which can do nothing 
but ruin everything around it. As the ripples continued to waver the 
reflection, it changed. I looked down, curious at the sudden shifts 
of shape and colours. Image that eventually settled had made the face 
more rounded and turn brown mop turned in yellow, combed back 
hair . 

"Fishbone" the reflection whispered, I was both entranced by the 
illusion's realism, and paralyzed by its painful hostility. "You're 
pathetic, look at you crying over a few mean words, " The image 
taunted. It had no face, but the voice told me exactly who it was 



talking. "You don't deserve to be in Dragon Training, you can barely 
even walk through the village without causing chaos. I can't believe 
I ever hung out with you. You're a useless, scrawny, weak, and 
pathetic fishbone!" 

"Shut up!" I yelled punching at the mirage, causing it to disappear 
and once again be replaced again, by my broken face. I couldn't hold 
it back anymore. I broke down and cried into my palms, letting thin 
streams travel from my eyes to the dry cloth of my sleeves. 
Unbeknownst to me, a shadow loomed over me watching me with quiet 
vigilance. I continued to hold myself until I finally felt a snort of 
hot air on my back that made me shudder with chills. I slowly turned 
my head until I came face to face with a giant black mass and two 
large gazing eyes. 

Odin's Beard, I was an idiot. Why didn't I recognise this place? It 
was where the Night Fury now lived. I had been so stupid and was now 
going to pay for it. I suppose if I'm going to die, a Night Fury 
blast is luckiest and most notorious way for it to happen. I wanted 
to scream, but my lungs no longer held air. I small squeak escaped my 
lips, which seems to surprise the Night Fury. Its head flinched back 
and tilted, a look of perplexed confusion crossed its 
features . 

Wait, confusion? Dragon's don't get confused, they don't get 
anything. They are mindless creatures with no conscience thought, 
other than to kill and raid vikings. Even as I rehearsed these words 
in my head, I couldn't help but second guess them. Surely vikings 
weren't the only inhabitants of the archipelago that dragons quarrel 
with. They must have stolen food from other wild animals, like bears 
and wolves. Also, if they are mindless killers, why hadn't I been 
killed by the ebony monstrosity before me? It certainly had plenty of 
opportunities in the past. What made it ignore its own instincts? 

My questions were apparently answered when the creature did something 
unpredictable, unexpected completely unimaginable to anyone. It 
squeaked. The Night Fury squeaked, mimicking my previous sound of 
terror. As though it thought it was a method of communicat ion . I 
found myself laughing a little at the thought, a small smile gracing 
my lips at the idea of a dragon communicat ing with a viking. The 
Night Fury mimicked this sound too, making a strange guttural sound 
that resembled a sort of chortle. It sounded kind of like Ack when he 
laughed throughout the hall with a full fish in his mouth. Balder 
really needs to stop telling him jokes when the large man was 
eating . 

The Night Fury seemed determined to copy me completely. This show as 
it strained his gums to widen until he was making a forced smile. He 
clearly struggled to hold this look as his lips quivered with 
exertion. That was when I noticed the gums, not teeth, gums. I could 
help but chuckle at the sight of the pinky, red flesh with no pointy 
white bone to accompany it. Then I thought back to my first encounter 
with the creature. It definitely had teeth at that 
point . 

"Toothless, huh?" I said softly, almost afraid my voice would send it 
into a frenzy. "I could've sworn that before you had-" I never got to 
finish this sentence as the reptile suddenly roared and backed up. 
Suddenly white knives extended out of the creature's gums, bore in a 
predatory snarl. teeth," I whispered, ending my silence with 



absolute fear. It was then that I realised that my hand was 
outstretched where the dragon had been sat. 

Was the Night Fury actually scared of human touch? No, that would be 
ridiculous, then why was it afraid? It growled threateningly, raising 
its wings in preparation for a fight. Why would it suddenly think I 
wanted a fight? I then noticed the reptile wasn't staring at me, but 
at my waist. I lowered my eyes to see the source of its anger. My 

dagger, strapped to my belt at the ready. My fur coat must have 

shifted when I unconsciously lifted my hand outward, and revealed the 
dagger hidden under the yak pelt. 

I tentatively reached for the blade, which caused the dragon's growl 
to increase in volume. I backed up slightly, and then dropped the 

blade onto the ground. The Night Fury seemed to lower its guard 

slightly as stared at the fallen knife, but it was clearly still on 
edge. It slowly reared its head back, making a guttural sound that my 
mind quickly recognised. I jumped back just as a blue flash shattered 
the dagger like glass. 

I looked at the smouldering pile of ash where my weapon once lay, and 
then back to the black creature. It was now sat like a puppy, its 
wings folded, features relaxed, and its eyes were wide and square, a 
complete change to the narrow slits I was accustomed to seeing in a 
dragon's eyes. And I swear that I saw the corners of its lips curl 
upwards . 

It took a step towards and I knew that my fate would be the same as 
the black powder that disappeared with the wind. I shuffled back in 
fear, tripping over my feet and stumbling to the ground, but I 
continued to back away from the reptile as it drew closer with each 
step. I stopped my back-pedalling when I found myself cornered 
against a rock, and the Night Fury loomed over me. I chuckled 
nervously at the irony of being this same situation again: pinned to 
a corner by a lethal beast . 

But this time the dragon wasn't holding me under its paw, and didn't 
look menacing in the slightest. In fact, it looked at me with 
absolutely no malice, just childish curiosity. I sparked with 
something unknown in my heart. Was it fearlessness? No that's not it, 
it's confidence. Yes, I felt confident that the dragon didn't plan to 
hurt me, I felt confident that I was in no real danger. I don't know 
why I was confident in such impossible thoughts, but this was the 
first I'd been confident in a long time so I decided to roll with 
it . 

The more certain I became, the happier I began to feel, a smile soon 
beaming across my face. The dragon, once again found an interest in 
mimicking my actions. It forced its lips to curve apart and show its 
now toothless gums. Again the strain of this action was evident of 
the creature's face. "It's okay. Toothless. Don't force it if it's 
hard," my eyes widened at the implications of what I had just done. I 
just spoke, to a _dragon_, and I even _named_ it. The shock wasn't 
over, because next the Night Fury stopped its smile, relaxing its 
quivering lips before licking them. I _spoke_ to a dragon, and it 
_understood_ me. 

In my dazed amazement I reached towards the reptile, my palm was out 
flat and waiting to see if the dragon would chew the appendage off 
or, do something else I guess. The dragon stared at my hand with wide 



pupils, like a viking would if he had been offered Mjolnir. I 
suddenly became apprehensive and squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for, 
something to happen. This was a big mistake, I shouldn't have done 
that. Now I'm going to be missing a limb like Gobber or Mulch. Astrid 
was right I'm an idiotic fishbo-. 

That thought never reached its horrible climax. It never reached it 
because it was interrupted - interrupted by _it_. I couldn't believe 
_it_, _it_ was impossible. This couldn't in any logical way be _it_. 
But it was happening, and it was the single most incredible, amazing 
and significant moment of my life. Because my hand was pressed 
against something, or something was pressed against my hand, or both. 
No it was neither. The thing and my hand were touching each other, 
but were pressing against one another. The thing was smooth and dry, 
like a piece of finely polished wood, but I could feel a slight rough 
pattern that gave the thing finer detail. 

When I finally opened my eyes, my thoughts were confirmed. Rubbing 
against my hand was a black snout, the nostrils on either side of my 
hand inhaled and exhaled loudly, almost in time with my own 
breathing. Its eyes were closed, shut calmly and patiently. It 
trusted me. The Night Fury, no, _Toothless_, trusted me not to hurt 
and at the same time, I had done the same thing. 

After what felt like an eternity, our bond was ended as we pulled 
away from each other, staring it each other curious and amazed gazes. 
"Thank you. Toothless, " I whispered. The ebony dragon returned my 
gratitude with a grunt of affirmation. I looked up to the now orange 
sky, recognising how late it was. I stood up, brushing the dust and 
dirt from my pants. "Look, I have to go, but I promise I will come 
back tomorrow and I'll bring you some sheep for breakfast," 

_Ick_. I looked to the Night Fury, who was now sat on his hunches, 
shaking his head in disgust. I found that odd and suggested something 
else. "How about some yak steak?" 

_Ack_. Again a shake of disgust accompanied with sound of 
protest . 


"Boar? " 


Blech_. 


"Goat?" 


_Neeecck_ 

"Chicken?" This time. Toothless contemplated the thought, tilted one 
side of his head upwards before shaking his head in a much less 
distasteful manner. 

"Okay, how about fish?" At this, the Night Fury began jumping around, 
making various excited sounds before coming up to a licking my 
face . 

"Ugh, " I groaned in disgust, wiping at the slimy substance and 
rubbing it into the rock. "Okay, I've got to go," I spotted a 
gorge-like path that lead into the cove and ran through it, calling a 
quick goodbye to Toothless as he watched me leave. 



><pXstrong>That ' s strange, why would dragons take those animals if 
they don't plan on eating then? ;) Again, not as proud of this 
chapter, I was expecting to do better, but oh well. Hope to see you 
next time. Next chapter: Astrid confronts someone about 
Hiccup . <strong> 


15. Working it Out (Astrid) 

**Vahn N. Chrome a€" I would love to update faster. But sadly I have 
many most important priorities, and when I am writing I am very 
easily distracted. But, for you I will do my damned best to update 
more often . * * 

* *GracefulLeopard a€" Thank you for your honesty. It's good to know 
someone appreciates your work even if you think it's your worst.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I'm a viking, I don't care. I'm a viking, I don't care. I'm a 
viking, I don't care. I repeated the same thing in my head over and 
over. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't get those tear 
stained forest green eyes. I could feel my own sadness mixing in with 
his. I didn't want to feel this anguish, my heart tearing and mind 
screaming at me . I suppose no one does, but what made this different 
was that I was completely open. Everyone was staring at me as I ran 
with tears following in my wake. I could hear them muttering in 
surprise and suspicion, but couldn't make out what they were saying. 
Except for one voice who muttered a little loudly, "I bet my sheep 
Hiccup did this to her, "<p> 

That hurt me more than ever, and another stream of tears escape my 
red, tired eyes. They blamed Hiccup, when the situation was 
completely the opposite. Why were they so quick to accuse Hiccup? He 
can't be responsible for everything. I wanted to scream out to them 
all, tell them that I was the one who did this, but my throat was 
choking over my sobbing. No words could make themselves heard. I just 
kept running until I reached my home, threw open my bedroom door and 
curled myself into a ball on my bedroll. My father couldn't afford a 
second bed so I had to make do with the simple transportable 
sleep-bag . 

As I sat on the yak pelts, I began rocking in my ball, just 
continuously crying my heart out until I ran out of tears and began 
sniffling. The thoughts of not caring about Hiccup's feelings were 
long gone. I couldn't deny that I felt terrible for upsetting my 
friend. I had no more right to do that to him than Snotlout. I 
chuckled tiredly at how funny that was, thinking about Hiccup's 
rights. He was so insignificant, so small in comparison to everything 
around me, that it was so easy to forget who he is. Hiccup Horrendous 
Haddock III, son of Stoick the Vast, and future Chief of Berk. It's 
surprising how lucky I should consider myself to be his-. 

There it was again. Those "almost" words. That whispered in my head, 
like faded memories that are hiding, no pushed, into the invisible 
caves of my mind. I could ask Cobber, what happened between me and 
Hiccup when we were younger, but immediately retracted the idea. 
Gobber was probably furious at me for hurting his apprentice like 



that. I then remembered my earlier concern about these strange 
whispers, and my previous attempt to get answers from Balder. I 
slowly stood up, debating on whether or not what I was thinking was a 
good idea. Whether or not I should wait until tomorrow to avoid 
people questioning me about the events at the ring. Gobber might've 
told Balder about what happened, and the cook might be just as angry 
with me for hurting his friend, and unwilling to give me any 
answers . 

"No turning back," I sighed, ultimately deciding it wouldn't matter 
when, just so long as it was done at some point, might as well be 
immediately. My bangs again fell over my eyes, but I decided to 
ignore them and make my way down to the great hall. When I opened the 
front door, I was met with a face I really didn't need to see right 
now or ever. 

"Hey babe," Snotlout greeted very sultry. He looked rather smug, far 
more than he did this morning. It was like he had been given the 
Treasure of Hamish I, and a group of maiden as his brides. It was not 
a look that made me feel safe. I realised that I hadn't greeted back, 
and concluded not to bother. So I just leant against the doorframe 
and waited to hear what he had to say. "That was totally awesome, 
what you did at the arena. With any luck Useless won't come out of 
those woods, " he pointed an ugly thumb towards the treeline, just 
behind the Chief's house. That seemed to get my attention. Hiccup 
does go into the woods a lot, what does he do there? Guilt soon 
flushed out my curiosity, he probably went there to avoid all the 
ridicule we all give him. 

It was surprising, how none of us ever considered Hiccup's experience 
of life, it seemed so rotten. No friends, no praise, and no way of 
proving yourself. I guess that's why he made all of those wired 
contraptions. It was the only way he could actually take down a 
dragon, the only way he could get the village to accept him. I guess 
that was why I became his-. 

"So yeah, I was thinking that maybe you and I could go find him. I 
could hold him down for you so that you can do some "sparring 
practice". Then we can go the falls. You didn't get a chance to say 
"yes" earlier, " I swear that this idiot could only say something to 
make me hate him more. I wanted so badly to punch that second for 
letting another almost-memory slip out of my grasp, but decided it 
didn't matter since I was going to ask Balder anyway. 

In a way I was glad that Snotlout stopped by. He was so pompous, so 
prideful, and so full of himself. He was just your everyday Snotlout, 
and the ordinariness of his flirtations helped push me further out of 
my unusual sadness and guilt. As a reward, I decided to have a bit 
more fun with this moment before I went to Balder' s. "Thank you, 
Snotlout," I said, putting on my "sweet" voice as I spoke. "I would 
love to join you at the falls for training, " I took his hand in mine, 
doing my best to keep from gagging as I locked eyes with him. 

Snotlout 's smug grin had widened exceptionally to the point that I 
thought he would crack a muscle. He then moved his head to kiss my 
knuckle . 

Seconds before his lips could make contact, I twisted his hand back 
until I heard something crack. The Jorgenson yelped in pain and 
surprise at my actions. I leered over him, still holding his wrist in 
its painful predicament. "If you weren't such an obnoxious idiot," I 



jeered before throwing him to the floor. I laughed, purposely loud so 
that the humiliation would sink into the nitwit's head, as I made my 
way up to the Great Hall. I was once again faced with doubt. The 
chances were that Balder wouldn't have anything to say to me, and 
probably wouldn't want to if did. No, I needed to know what was going 
on with my head, and Balder was the only way I was getting the 
answers. Taking a steady breath, I opened the large doors and stepped 
into the humungous space. 

The people inside the large mountain seem to whisper more quietly 
upon my entrance, but I was able to pick up most of what they were 
saying. Apparently my earlier actions on the way to my house had 
further fuelled the rumours that Hiccup had done something so 
absolutely horrific, that it sent me over the edge. I could also hear 
some whisperings about my father, but quickly dismissed them. They 
were only exaggerations created from the gossip of the nosier 
villagers . 

I saw Balder leaning over a table, where Gobber was speaking to him 
in hushed voices, far quieter than anyone else. If Gobber was able to 
speak that quietly, it's very clear that the topic was serious. 

Balder noticed me approaching and ushered Gobber away. I could hear 
him whisper to the smith when I reached the table. "Go about the 
usual. I'll talk to him when he comes back," The large man nodded to 
the skinny hall keep, before leaving us alone. I could see his eyes 
searching me from the corner of my vision, silently wondering. I 
turned my attention back to Balder as he walked towards the cellar. I 
quickly followed, striding down the steps and walking up to the 
bartender . 

"Balder," I called "I need your help," the middle aged man spun 
round, his face completely void of emotion, a look I didn't think 
anyone would see on his face, as he crossed his arms and made a quick 
hand gesture for me to continue. "Look, I know that you're mad at me 
for what I did to Hiccup, " 

"I thought his name was Fishbone," he commented in monotone. Now that 

stung a little, but I knew I had earned the jab at my pride, and 

accepted it with a nod. 

"Okay, I deserve that, but please. I need you to tell me-," 

"Tell you what?" he interrupted, again in toneless voice. "Tell you 
why he's so pathetic? Tell you which part of the forest he's 
whimpering in?" He took a threatening step towards me. "Or would you 

like me to tell you how a single word from you can send him over the 

edge?" The pure voidance of his speech was so ominous and 
intimidating that I could barely speak. I was frightened because I 
couldn't tell what he was thinking. When a Viking was angry at you, 
you could tell by the way they looked at you alone, not to mention 
the raised voice and occasional flying spittle. When Balder was angry 
he didn't show it, he let me writhe and squirm with my thoughts, 
wondering when he will finally blow a fuse and yell. 

"So what do you want me to tell you?" he pressed only slightly 
forcing a dangerous tone through his emotionless status. I could feel 
my eyes tearing up again, but I blinked them away. I had to be strong 
if I wanted to get anywhere. I took a long breath to calm myself, 
then held my head up and looked at the scrawny adult. 



"I need to know how I feel about Hiccup, " Wow, that sounded perfect, 
exactly what I had in mind. I don't what I was expecting Balder to 
do. Tease me, laugh at me, hit me, or keep up his stone still 
behaviour. Balder did none of those things, he face loosened into a 
questioning look. "I don't mean in that way. I mean one second I'm 
angry at him for ruining my Viking reputation, for dragging me down 
with his Hiccup-ness. Then the next minute I feel like I'm being too 
harsh on him, like I'm forgetting something important about me and 
him. I mean I cried, _cried _after I said "that" in the arena. I 
thought that Gobber wouldn't want to tell because he was there, and 
knew that Hiccup wouldn't, so I thought it would be best if I came to 
you, " 

Balder stared incredulously at me for a few seconds before asking, 

"Do you remember what you used to do when you were 9 years 
old?" 

"Train, " I shrugged as I answered, though not seeing the relevance of 
the question. 

"Besides that, " I racked my brain for something else I did when I was 
little, I could see tiny images of, something, but nothing I could 
make out. "Nothing? You said they were some of greatest memories," 
That rung a very small bell. I could remember talking giddily to 
Balder about, something, I had been doing during the evenings, until 
my father pulled me away to go to bed. Ignoring this I tried to dig 
deeper into my head to find anything that would relate to Balder 's 
hint. Nothing. 

When I shook my head. Balder 's eyes widened before he nodded to 
himself and whispered "Repressed memories, " What did he mean, 
repressed memories? My memories weren't repressed, whatever that 
meant. Balder quickly looked up and took a hold of my shoulders, my 
first instinct was to throw him off but his eyes bore sorrow and 
determination into my mind, holding me in place. "Astrid, listen to 
me very carefully. Everything I'm about to tell you is going to 
change your view on a lot of things, including Hiccup. With any luck 
it will also bring back enough of your memories for you to make sense 
of it all," I nodded and Balder let me go. He pulled a barrel for us 
each to sit on. 

As Balder told his story, my mind was quickly snapping pieces 
together, making my head spin till I felt dizzy. I could hear, smell, 
and feel the things that the bartender described as he recited my 
childhood activities. The further into the story he got, the more I 
began to realise everything around was far more different than I 
thought. There were points where I just wanted the rush of senses and 
dizziness to just stop, but I pushed through until finally, at long 
last . 

I remembered. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Wow . I finished this quicker than I expected. I amaze 
myself. Anyway, I'm pretty happy with this chapter, unlike the last 
one. I wanted Balder to explain everything in this chapter but when I 
hit my target mark. I came up with a better way to explain it, which 
you will see next chapter . <strong> 



**Till then, hoodies.** 


16. Into the Night (Astrid) 

**I've edited the earlier chapters because I missed an important 
detail on the Astrid chapters.** 

_The following is a flashback taking place when Hiccup & Astrid are 9 
years old. This chapter also contains a song. (Kings and Queens a€" 

30 Seconds to Mars)_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I was lay in my bed, the moonlight peeking through my window as 
the last light of day faded from the sky. The sun disappearing over 
the edge of the world until it would return the next day. Each day 
seemed to passing much more slowly recently, every single trip of sun 
passing longer than ever, making every day dreary and sluggish as the 
last. I didn't mind it all that much, I just wished that the night 
would last just as long. Night time had become my favourite time of 
all recently. The main reason for it had to do with what I was 
waiting for, it should be happening any minute now.<p> 

I felt a rather large sting suddenly went up my arm and I lifted it 
up in surprise, half expecting a bee to have been lying under my arm. 
I soon felt silly when I realised that it was just the big cut Father 
had given me today. He hadn't done it on purpose if that's what you 
were thinking. Well, he did, but not in _that_ way. He was teaching 
me how to fight with a sword, and he wasn't holding back against me. 
He said that the more pressure I face, the stronger I become. I knew 
he wouldn't kill me, he was my daddy and he wouldn't want anything 
really bad to happen to me. 

I looked down at the large wound, bits of fur from my pelt had stuck 
to the dried blood, and made it look silly. I wished that it was 
covered up, but my father said it only needed herbs to stop the 
infection and bandaging it would only make it harder for me to learn. 
I could understand what my father meant, but I still thought it was a 
little mean. Daddy had been acting rather mean sometime after Uncle 
Finn died. That was when people started saying that the Hoffersons 
were frightened bilge rats, and disgraces to the Viking name. Father 
had gotten so angry that he challenged Snotlout's dad to a fight, and 
lost pretty badly. 

Ever since then he has dedicated himself to train me, from dawn till 
dusk, only stopping for us to have a quick snack and then continue 
where we left off. By the end of each day, I was tired, aching, and 
sometimes bleeding. However Father would always say to me each night 
"What you're doing is for the good of Berk, and for the good of our 
name," 'And for the good of Hiccup' I would always add in my head. I 
could never say it aloud, because it seemed to make my father angry. 
He would scowl at me, and then he would refuse to speak until our 
next training session. 

I didn't understand why my father hated Hiccup, I couldn't see a 
single thing in him that could be hated by anybody. Sure he was 
skinny and weak for a boy of viking heritage, but that didn't mean he 
was a bad person, in fact I found that he was the exact opposite. I 
knew that I could trust Hiccup with any secret, and he would never 



tell. I knew that I could ask for the impossible, and he would do the 
best he could to give it to me. And I knew that even if everyone 
thought so little of me and my family. Hiccup would never believe 
their words and would always be by my side. 

I'm not sure how long my restless wait lasted, but minutes after the 
lights outside my bedroom door went out, I heard the signal. I quick 
tap of stone on wood, followed by a bird call. I threw the furs from 
around me and jumped off the bed, immediately regretting the loud 
thump of the wooden floor as my feet landed the ground. My eyes 
darted to the underneath my bedroom door, breathlessly waiting for 
the sound of giant footsteps. No came. I breathed a sigh of relief 
before continuing to the window, tiptoeing the whole way. 

Slowly I opened the window shutters, and peaked out to see a 
teenager, 8 years older than me, in a white shirt and baggy pants. He 
was crouched on the tiles of my roof, his blue eyes shone with 
excitement and craziness. "Gee, someone's eager tonight, aren't 
they?" Balder stated, stretching out his hand. I giggled and took it, 
allowing the bar-keeping boy to help me down from the roof. Balder is 
another person Daddy hates, but I know why he hates him this time. 
It's because he's an outsider, not from the island of Berk. He and 
Dragon Hand are from distant lands that neither will tell us about. 
While I am a little annoyed that Balder won't say where he is from, 
it doesn't bother me all that much. Maybe I'll ask my father tomorrow 
during our food break. 

"You know, you're not the only one eager for this evening," Balder 
grinned cheekily. I looked up to him, silently asking for him to 
explain. "He is pretty excited to see you too," his Cheshire grin 
seemed to widen with his words. I giggled with excitement at the 

concept spending the entire night with my best friend. There were so 

many things I wanted to say, do, and play. We haven't had chance to 
see much of each other because my stupid training got in the way. We 
wouldn't be seeing each other at all if Hiccup & Balder hadn't come 
up with this brilliant plan. 

We eventually reached our destination, a field of long tall grass. 
I've loved the tall grass, it just felt so smooth against you skin, 
and the smell of mint was so relaxing. I could take a nap in that 

field and never wake up, but that was not what I was here for. I was 

here to play with my best friend- "Hiccup, " I shouted. Now that we 
were far away from the village I didn't have to keep quiet to have my 
fun. I scream out loud and nobody in the village would hear me. 

The boy I was looking for stepped out from another section of the 
tall minty foliage. "Astrid, " he called out and ran up to give me a 
hug, with me following suit. We embraced for a long time, trying to 
squeeze as much happiness into the other. As we pulled back I looked 
to see that Hiccup was wearing his usual clothing. Green shirt, brown 
pants and overcoat, but there was one thing I noticed missing with 
his apparel. "Hiccy, where are your shoes?" 

With a look of confusion. Hiccup directed his gaze to the floor to 
find that he was indeed barefoot. His cheeks lit up in that adorable 
red, like they always do when he feels like embarrassed. I giggled as 
he fumbled for a reason for his missing shoes. Eventually he gave up 
with a sigh and said "I forgot them, I got excited about being able 
to hang out with you again and forgot them, " 



That suddenly dampened my mood, I can't believe it's been 3 whole 
weeks since me and Hiccup had done anything together. I threw myself 
on the scrawny boy, almost toppling him over as I began to ball out 
everything. "Oh, Hiccup. I'm sorry I've not been hanging out with 
you. And I'm so sorry about ignoring whenever you come to say hello. 
And I'm so so sorry for not stopping the twins from stringing you to 
that tree. And I'm so so so sorry I didn't punch Snotlout for 
shouting all those me things to you in the town square. And I'm so so 
so so sorry fo-, " 

"Astrid, " Hiccup yelled and I stopped my tracks. I pulled my head 
from his shirt, which was now slightly wet, and looked at his big 
forest green eyes. "It's okay," he stated, chuckling a little, "I 
know you don't mean it," I nodded and smiled at him. I loved this. 
Holding my best friend in a big hug, looking at him and that goofy 
smile of his. It was great except for one problem. 

"Hey, " the problem called "You two should kiss, " We both looked at 
Balder in shocked and gave out our standard reply to that 
suggestion . 

"EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEWWWWWWWWWWW, " 

Balder laughed at us, as we made disgusted faces, then suddenly 
charged forwards. He lifted Hiccup mid-tackle and began tickling him 
in his hold. Hiccup tried his best to hold in his guffaws, but the 
teenager's tickling was too much for the scrawny boy. "Astrid," he 
pleaded "Help," I ran at Balder and began tickling his armpits. The 
large boy dropped Hiccup and fell to the floor laughing. I never 
relented, even kneeling on top of his chest to keep him pinned under 
my weight as I went for his neck. 

"No, no, no, please," the hall keep called. "Anything but the neck. 
That's my most ticklish spot," he whined and guffawed. Suddenly his 
face became stone and unreactive, as though my tickles had no effect. 
"Pysche, " he chimed before lunging under my arms and tickling me 
feverishly . 

"Stop it," I barked through my hysteric yelps and laughs. "I am a 
shield maiden of Berk, and not to be trifled with, " I called out in 
hopes that he would be intimidated. Instead he and Hiccup 
laughed . 

"Trifle, " they both exclaimed. Balder let go of me to begin rolling 
on the floor and pounding on the dirt ground. Hiccup was clutching at 
his stomach as his laughter began to hurt him. I was ticked. How dare 
he laugh at my threats. I'll show him. 

"Hiccup, " I roared as I charged towards the small boy. 

"Hey, no fair," he whined as he fled with me hot on his trail. 

"Balder was laughing too, " 

"Yeah, but you're easy to pummel," I retorted. We continue to run 
until Hiccup stumbled, giving me enough distance to pounce and bring 
him down to the floor. As he rolled on the ground to face me, I 
straddled him, pinning his shoulders with my knees. 


"That's for laughing at me," I declared before relenting my pin and 
climbing to my feet. As soon as Hiccup picked himself up, I gave him 



a quick peck on the cheek. It got the intended reaction because his 
cheeks went really red and couldn't help but giggle at his flustered 
expression. "That's for everything else," We both froze when we heard 
a new sound in the silence of the forest. Balder had sat himself on a 
rock and begun playing his big lute, though he says it's called a 
guitar. Instead of the usual tune he played for us, he had chosen to 
pick a different one. One which included him harmonizing his voice 
with the music as he played. Then the harmonies turned to 
words . 

_**Into the night**_ 

_**Desperate and broken**_ 

_**The sound of a fight**_ 

_**Father has spoken. **_ 

The whole world seemed to react to the music. Fireflies flew out from 
the night sky. Their amber lights falling like snowflakes over the 
long grass, decorating the entire field in beautiful light. The 
clouds parted, allowing the moon to shine brightly and spotlight the 
two young children. The sight was incredible and made me feel giddy 
and excited. 

_**We were the kings and queens of promise**_ 

_**We were the victims of ourselves**_ 

_**Maybe the children of a lesser God**_ 

_**Between Heaven and Hell,**_ 

_**Heaven and Hell.**_ 

While enjoying the melodic song and night activity, I felt something 
nudge against the back of my hand. Looking down, I saw that Hiccup's 
hand was fidgeting near my own. He was facing away from me but I 
could tell he was hesitating with such a simple show of affection. 
That was one of the bittersweet things about Hiccup, he always set 
his own barriers, so as not to offend or upset me in any way. I 
decided to finely put him out of his paranoid misery, and took his 
hand in my own. His nerves must have been really high, as his hand 
was clammy, and sticky with sweat. His fingers were rough and rather 
dry from all the work he had started doing in the forge a week 
ago . 

_**Into your eyes**_ 

_**Hopeless and taken**_ 

_**We stole our new lives**_ 

_**Through blood and name**_ 

_**In defence of our dreams**_ 

_**In defence of our dreams**_ 


I began to sway my hand in Hiccup's, getting a feel of music as 



Balder continued to play. Hiccup seemed to have the same idea, 
because he took my other hand and began spinning us in circles. 
Neither knew how to dance, so spinning around until we were dizzy was 
just our way of enjoying Raider's music. The teenager had his eyes 
closed as he continued to shout the lyrics out into the night air. If 
we weren't so far from the village, I would have thought the whole 
tribe would come looking. 

_**We were the kings and queens of promise**_ 

_**We were the victims of ourselves**_ 

_**Maybe the children of a lesser God**_ 

_**Between Heaven and Hell,**_ 

_**Heaven and Hell.**_ 

Hiccup laughed as we span around, and couldn't keep from laughing 
with him. The auburn haired boy stumbled over his feet and came 
crashing to the floor, bringing me down along with him. We lay there 
together in an awkward mess of limbs and laughter. I looked up into 
Hiccup's forest green eyes and everything came crashing together. 
While I was happy that I had this time to spend with my best friend, 

I couldn't help but feel saddened that this was the only time I could 
be with him. Once day came, I would have to ignore him and treat him 
like Snotlout does, like everyone does. 

_**The age of man is over**_ 

_**A darkness comes at dawn**_ 

I must looked pretty pathetic, because a small hand with rough finger 
reached up to my cheek, rubbing a thumb over my skin. I didn't even 
notice I was crying until Hiccup's thumb brushed away a tear that had 
cascaded down my face. His face was full of concern, concern for my 
happiness. I could read this scrawny boy so well. I probably knew 
more about him than I did about myself. Just as he opened his mouth 
to speak, I already knew he was going to ask about why I was crying. 
Deciding I didn't need to talk about it now, I hugged him, and I 
hugged him tightly. 

_**These lessons that we've learned here**_ 

_**Have only just begun**_ 

With my head rested on his shoulder, I felt Hiccup's slender arms 
wrap around me. His skin was cold through my leather top, but I 
didn't mind. All I wanted was to just enjoy this moment before we had 
to return to our homes. I probably would have fallen asleep right 
there and then, if Raider's song didn't sudden pick up in volume 
again . 

_**We were the kings and queens of promise**_ 

_**We were the victims of ourselves**_ 

_**Maybe the children of a lesser God**_ 


**Between Heaven and Hell.** 



Finally I decided that I've been emotional long enough, and got up 
from the ground. I offered my hand to the scrawny boy, who looked 
adorably disappointed that I was no longer in a cuddly mood. As I 
pulled him up, the teenage hall keep hopped off of his rock and 
walked towards us as he played. 

_**We are the kings**_ 

_**We are the queens**_ 

_**We are the kings**_ 

_**We are the queens**_ 

"That was amazing. Balder," I complimented, thoroughly meaning it. 
That song was incredible. The skinny bartender took a rather dramatic 
bow, before strapping his guitar on his back. 

"Well it's about time we get you two back home," he declared. Hiccup 
and I responded with groans and whines of annoyance. Balder simply 
shrugged, "Hey, this is the way it works. You can only stay up so 
long, " 

"Sometimes I just want to run away with you, " Hiccup whispered. I 
don't think he wanted me to hear, because he seemed to mumble the 
words almost inaudibly. 

"Me too, " I responded, letting him know I heard him and felt the same 
way . 

We took our time returning to the village. Balder acting as a 
watchmen in case I was spotted with the "fishbone". I hated this, 
returning to a place where I got nothing but praise and admiration, 
while my best friend received hate and ridicule. It felt like I was 
taking all the glory for myself, by stealing it from the scrawny boy 
beside me. Once I had returned to my bed, I quickly fell asleep. 
Dreams of Hiccup taking me on impossible adventures filled my mind. 
All was peaceful until a knocking on my bedroom door awoke me 
practically seconds after I had dozed off. No, bright light was 
shining through my open window, clearly it was mourning. I was 
instantly up. If the door was banging in the mourning then- 

My bedroom door was nearly sent off the hinges as Daddy barged in. 

His breath sounded hoarse with anger and it was frightening. His eyes 
swung down onto me, freezing my insides. "You overslept," he growled. 
I flinched at his bearded snarl. I had seen Father angry before, but 
he had never spoken to me with such malice nor had he seemed so 
frighteningly dragon-like. I mumbled an apology, whether he heard me 
or not was unknown. His gaze had now left me and was on the open 
shutters of my window. 

'Odin's Beard, ' I swore to myself 'It was closed when Daddy sent me 
to bed, ' Father must have remembered this too, because he grunted to 
himself. He span round to face me, fixing me in place with a cold 
stare before marching out of my room and downstairs. I sighed at my 
own stupidity. I should've closed that window when Balder had helped 
me onto the roof. I was such an idiot. Deciding not to dwell on it 
and to simply hope Daddy wasn't too suspicious, I hopped off my bed 
and grabbed my axe for today's training. 



><pXstrong>FINALLY ! Okay the problem was fixed after a lot of 
fiddling about. Now I have everything back and I didn't have to 
rewrite this. But man, writing around a song is not easy. Who would 
have thought writing a songfic segment could be so difficult? Ah, 
well. I suppose you guys want me to continue on to chapter 17, so I 
better get started. Oh, by the way, I'm planning on putting up a 
SONIC fic. Don't know when but I will, just letting you 
know . <strong> 


17. Momma (Astrid) 

★★attention ATTENTION! I need help for this story to CONTINUE! There 
is a VOTE POLL on my profile. I need EVERYONE to put in a vote so 
that I know where you want this story to go. If I don't get enough 
VOTES, then I WON'T BE ABLE TO CONTINUE the story. You have a I 
chapter (5 months, thanks to my snail pace :P ) before I need to 
close poll.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As soon as the dream, or memory or whatever, had ended I was back 
in the cellar. Balder had come over to me and was rubbing my back 
with comforting, firm strokes. I didn't know I was hyperventilating 
until the barkeep, my friend, asked me to calm down as he continued 
to rub my back. I wanted to, I wanted so much to be able to calm 
myself, but my mind wouldn't allow it. Now that one memory had 
managed to escape the hidden catacombs of my mind, thousands of 
others rushed to be seen. These memories didn't stay for as long as 
the first, only long enough for me to see each image 
clearly . <p> 

_Hiccup was running through the forests, his arms out at his sides 
flapping up and down. He made a half-convincing roaring sound as he 
pretended to fly around the trunks of the towering trees. I was right 
behind him, wielding a long thin stick and trying to get a good 
strike on his "wings". Both of us were laughing as we roared our 
battle cries, chasing each other through the 
greenery ._ 

"Astrid, " 

_I was stood in a cave with a small lake. Light peaked through small 
cracks in the roof to illuminate the dark cavern, and make the water 
glow and impossible bright blue. I looked to my side to see Hiccup 
smiling. He was waiting patiently for my reaction to his newest 
discovery. All I could do was smile and pull him into a bone crushing 
hug ._ 

"Astrid, " 

_I was knelt at the cliff, watching the sunset. Next to me, cradled 
in my arms was Hiccup. He was curled into a ball and covered in 
bruises with a small scratch on his cheek. I had given him that when 
I was trying to pull Snotlout away from him. I knew he didn't blame 
me, but I couldn't help feeling guilty as tears soaked his face. I 
hated it when Hiccup cried, even more so when I had something to do 



with it . 


"ASTRID ! " 

Raider's voice finally broke through the visions and I returned to 
the cellar again. As my eyes adjusted, I tasted leftover puke in my 
mouth. I rubbed my head as I tried to keep the dizziness under 
control. I felt hands on my waist pull me up to stand, supporting me 
as my knees buckled. After a few minutes, the skinny bartender 
released his grip and I stood a little shakily. 

"What was that? What happened to me?" I asked, I tried to keep the 
fear out of my voice, but my breathing were hoarse and 
heavy . 

"Nausea and headaches are common after repressed memories surface, " 
Balder informed. He rubbed circles into my back, which helped calm my 
churning stomach. 

"Why would my memories be 'repressed' in the first place?" I 
panicked. If something like this happened once, what to stop it 
happening again? I don't want to end up walking past Hiccup and 
vomiting. How would that look after I'd already hurt him? 

"It normally happens when a person suffers from traumatic events," 
the bartender explained. He must have noticed my worried expression, 
because he chuckled slightly. "Don't worry, you're not going to have 
another attack like this. But memories will be more sensitive now. 
Even small phrases and objects can trigger a significant memory, " He 
rested his hand on my shoulder and bent down to my eye level. "All 
you have to do is keep focus on the here and now. The next time a 
memory comes let it play in the _back_ of your head, so that you 
don't space out," 

I nodded to let him know I understood. He then step away from me and 
looked down at a puddle of sick on the floor. He gestured for me to 
leave, as he turned to get a mop and bucket. I climbed the steps back 
into the Great Hall. People were still muttering about today's 
events, but I ignored them and kept an unreadable expression on my 
face . 

I knew what I needed to do. I needed to find Hiccup and apologise to 
him, for everything over the last five years. I didn't care if he 
would say I didn't need to apologise, because I did. Not just for 
him, but for myself, to put my mind and memories to rest. I 
approached the large doors before turning to look back to the cellar. 
Balder had risen from the lower level and was now looking across the 
large hall to stare directly at me . I nodded to him before leaving 
the large mountain. 

As I stepped out, I was greeted by a cloudy sky and the orange lit of 
the rebuilt torches. Seeing the towering lights made me think of all 
the times I had sat and watched as Hiccup was berated by his father 
in front of everyone on Berk. I could think of plenty of times my 
father had yelled at me and I had sought solace and comfort in my 
mother. I stopped walking and cringed as another wave of guilt washed 
over me. 

Hiccup didn't have a mother. Valka Haddock was taken and eaten by a 
Stormcutter, leaving Hiccup with only his father. That was one of the 



reasons I had become his friend. I had taken the role as his mother. 
Comforting and encouraging him whenever he needed it. For me to 
abandon him must have been like losing his mum a second time. Another 
began to surface at these thoughts, and I panicked slightly for fear 
of another attack. But I remember Raider's words. I didn't resist the 
image put merely pushed it aside slightly as I continued to walk. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>l watched through my younger self's eyes as a 7 year-old 
Hiccup lay sprawled his bed. I had carried, or dragged him back to 
his house. He had fallen asleep in my arms after crying his sorrows 
in my embrace. My shirt was wet where his head had curled into me. 
Knowing that he was now safe within his home, I turned to leave. I'm 
not sure if Stoick was home or not, but he wasn't in the room with 
us. I knew though Hiccup was safe even without his father there, and 
there was nothing else I could do to help now that he was asleep. I 
was about to climb down the stairs when I heard weak 
whisper . <em> 

"_Momma, " I turned around to see Hiccup looking at me through half 
lidded eyes. I let out a breath when I realised he was dreaming. 
Seeing me, but seeing me as someone in his dream. "Momma, please 
don't go," he whimpered. My heart panged in my chest when I 
understood his meaning. I walked back over to the bed, knelt beside 
him, and took his hand in mine. His eyes never left me as I rubbed my 
thumb over his knuckles. _ 

"_Don't worry," I smirked, confidently. "Momma isn't going anyway," I 
felt a large swell of pride in being able to say that to the amazing 
child that I had befriended. After a few minutes. Hiccup settled 
again and fell deep into his dreams. And stayed at his side the 
entire time._ 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>I had lied to him. I could admit plenty of things where wrong 
with me wholeheartedly. Strict, yes. Stubborn, of course. Short 
tempered, oh most definitely. But a liar, that was a badge and burden 
I didn't want to see, never mind wear. But I had lied and now it had 
come back to bite me in the butt. How Hiccup could have still kept 
faith that I would come around, I have no idea. But now I have, and 
it might be too late to fix it. That doesn't mean I wasn't going to 
apologise and hopefully reconcile with my scrawny 
friend . <p> 

"Astrid, " I looked up to see Fishlegs on the ramps that led up to the 
watchtower. Of course, we have another one of Gobber's after-class 
meetings. I gave the large boy a small smile and nod, making my way 
over to join him. As we walked up the ramps I noticed that the gentle 
giant was nervously twiddling his thumbs, itching to say something, 
but too afraid of my reaction. "So, urn how are you feeling, 
aftera€ 1 . . y ' know? " 

I gave a tired sigh in response and replied "I'd rather not talk 
about it. Legs, " We stepped onto the lookout, finding that Gobber had 
already lit the fire pit in the centre. Tuffnut was currently 
attempted to push Ruffnut into the flames and Snotlout had laid back 
and was giving me a gesture to sit in his lap. I tuned them out and 
sat on the large bench, Fishlegs taking the other side. I 



absentmindedly took a chicken stick from Gobber as he passed them 
around. My attention only snapping when I saw Hiccup run up to join 
us. Panting and red faced, he looked as though he had run through the 
forest and back. 

"Hey, fishbone, " Ruffnut chimed, the twins stopping their game to 
taunt the poor boy. I looked down to my feet at the use of that name. 
I could tell it was going to become very popular over the next few 
days, thanks to me. "You're just in time, we thought you got lost," I 
scowled into the ground. Too guilty to direct it towards the female 
twin and her mock concern. 

"We would be so lucky, " Tuffnut commented. I clenched my fist into 
the material of my leggings, fighting the desperate urge to stand up 
and defend my rediscovered friend. Thankfully Gobber had the same 
idea . 

"Stow it. Or, Thor help me. I'll tie you two together and leave you 
to the Terrors, " The threat left the two grumbling, and I think I 
heard Tuff whisper how cool that would be. His idiocy managed to 
lighten my heart slightly. Now able to look up, at least into the 
fire pit. 

I couldn't pay attention to Gobber as he gave out his lesson. I was 
too focused on the flames in front of me, and the thoughts that 
roamed my mind. I looked up to Hiccup, who had sat as far from me as 
he could without getting in Snotlout's range. I needed to apologise 
for everything I had done, but how. Should I try to talk to him alone 
where no one could see us? Or should I just do it now, in front of 
the others? I seemed to be debating over the second option more 
carefully than the first. While having an audience would make my 
apology more sincere, it would also sully my reputation amongst the 
others. As much as I wanted to be Hiccup's friend again, I've become 
too comfortable with my place to throw it all away. It sounds 
shallow, but it was true. I couldn't lose what I had, but I couldn't 
lose Hiccup either. My head was starting to hurt with all of this 
internal debate. So I decided to just talk to him in private. It 
would be simpler and would make the whole process easier for the both 
of us . 

"-and with one twist, he took my hand and swallowed it whole. I saw 
the look on his face. I was delicious. He must have past the word 
because it wasn't a month before another one of them took my leg," 
Apparently Gobber had gone off-track with the lesson and was now 
telling us about how he lost his limbs. I looked back at my chicken 
to see it had become a charred mess, having been left in the flames 
too long. 

As I put down the roasted bird, Fishlegs spoke up. "Isn't it weird to 
think that your hand was inside a dragon? Like if your mind was still 
in control of it, you could kill it from the inside, by crushing its 
heart or something, " Snotlout was the next to open his mouth, but 
before a word could escape his mouth, another voice spoke. 

"Gobber?" Everyone's eyes turned to the auburn haired boy who finally 
spoken up since the Nadder lesson. He looked up from his fish and 
looked to his mentor. "Do different types of dragons have 
particularly food choices?" 


Fishlegs immediately latched onto the opportunity to partake his 



knowledge. "Well, yeah. I mean the Boulder Class dragons, like the 
Crawl, can live on a diet of rocks so that they're shot limit is 
renew-, " 

"No, I meant _all_ dragons, " the scrawny teen interrupted the boy of 
opposite size, before turning back to the smith. "Can they have 
preferences on what food they eat?" 

It sounded like a rather pointless question, but Cobber actually 
seemed to be pondering on his answer. Finally, he shook his head. 
"Nah, dragons don't care what they eat, so long as they're able to 
torture the prey. They kill for fun as well as food," Hiccup nodded 
his head in response, but I could see that he wasn't convinced. 
Something clearly had him questioning our teacher's word, and I was 
curious as to what could make him doubt . 

"Why do you ask that. Hiccup?" the scrawny boy eyes widened slightly 
at my voice. He seemed more surprised that I addressed him than 
everyone else, though he was probably more surprised that I used his 
actual name. His surprise turned into a sour expression as he looked 
back down. 

"No reason," I just sighed, accepting his response, and looked away. 
Snotlout had spoken again, but I didn't pay attention to what he and 
the others were saying. I heard Cobber's advice on how to cripple a 
dragon: go for the wings and the tail. I didn't react to the 
information, but made a note of it all. My attention was suddenly 
peaked when I saw Hiccup stand from his stool out of the corner of my 
eye . 

My body was reacting before I could debate my actions. I was stood 
and following the boy. I didn't care if he tried to ignore me. I 
would follow him into his room to get him to listen. I wouldn't be 
the first time I had to that. I was about to have another flashback, 
when an obnoxious voice yelled out. 

"Where are you going, Astrid?" Fishlegs questioned. I cursed 
silently, and then turned to see all eyes on me. Why do I have to be 
the centre of attention? I was starting to hate my "great" 
reputation. I looked back down the ramp just in time to see Hiccup 
disappear round the corner. 

I sighed, "Nowhere," I responded, before returning to my seat. The 
other continued to talk amongst themselves. Snotlout tried to get my 
attention several times, but I was too lost in thought to acknowledge 
him. Only one thought was going through my mind. 

_Hold on a little longer. Hiccup. Momma's coming home._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>Remember , review, favourite, follow, and MOST IMPOTANTLY 
put in your VOTE in the POLL on my PROFILE ! <strong> 


18. Better Off (Hiccup) 

**Einally this episode took EOREVER. Sorry dudes, but with exams in 3 
weeks, my attention has been elsewhere. Anyway, here it is, chapter 
18. About time we return to Hiccup's perspective. Also keep those 



votes coming, the favourite is obvious as of right now, but I wanna 
see if I can get a few more votes in before it's decided.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A downed dragon, is a dead dragon. There was no doubt about it 
now, the gods hate me. Today had to be the greatest torment that they 
had put me through. First I lose my best friend. I had probably lost 
her all those years ago, but I had stubbornly refused to believe 
until now. I was a fool for thinking that her cruel indifference and 
criticism was only part of her image, for thinking that deep down she 
was still Astrid, my first and best friend and not Astrid, the cold 
and uncaring warrior. Then after this, I had gained a new friend, 
only to have killed him two days before hand.<p> 

I was still confused about that second thing. I mean I had befriended 
my tribe's greatest and most feared bounty, and at the same time I've 
sentenced a friend to his death. If I waited until Toothless starved 
in the cove, I could present him to my dad and be win the approval of 
the village. But that meant that I would have killed the only person, 
uh dragon, to show true understanding, and friendship towards me. 
However if I kept the Toothless alive, I would be betraying the laws 
and traditions of my people. It's funny I never thought I could sink 
my reputation any lower, guess Odin decided to prove me wrong. I 
suppose the chances of me getting caught helping the dragon weren't 
very large. No one cared what I did, and me disappearing into the 
woods isn't out of the ordinary. Plus he can't leave the cove with 
his tail fin ripped off. 

Overwhelming guilt rose into my stomach as I redrew the tail in its 
complete form. I didn't matter what I did. Whether starvation or 
imprisonment, either route I took was subjected Toothless to torture. 
All because I had shot him out of the scale. I'm sure he even knew I 
was the one responsible for his inability to return to the skies. How 
was able to forgive me that easily? I mean I know I didn't kill him 
when we met, but that doesn't I can be forgiven for what I did. It's 
not like I could redeem myself. It's not like I can "fix" a tail 
that's not there. 

My head snapped up, that was wrong, I can fix his tail. Thousands of 
limbs have been lost by vikings over the 300 years of dragon 
fighting. Those same vikings now wore perfect prosthetics that make 
up for their missing hands and feet. I know because I was the one who 
had made them. If I could make a prosthetic arm, or a prosthetic leg, 
why don't I build a prosthetic dragon tail? Wait, what was I 
thinking, helping a notorious dragon return to the skies in hopes it 
will forgive me? It's stupid, crazy, bordering on the lines of 
insane . 

I pulled out a fresh piece of vellum and began designing the skeleton 
of the fin. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I don't know when I fell asleep, but I was awoken by a very hard 
slap on the shoulder. I fell to the floor, a finished tail fin 
followed and landed on top me. I opened my eyes groaning in pain to 
be met by the face of Balder. I groaned again and let my head fall 
back onto the hard wood beneath me . <p> 



"Good dawn to you too, " Balder replied, putting on one of his strange 
voices . 

"Dawn?" I asked, sitting up to look at the older man better. He 
simply nodded his head, and I groaned again. "And why exactly are you 
waking me up at dawn?" 

"Three reasons, " Balder stated. He held up one finger, then pointed 
it to a large basket. "One, I thought your "friend" might be hungry," 
What?! Why would Balder Blesi, the Dragon Hand, adversary of the 
Night Fury, want to help said dragon? My shock must have been 
evident, because Balder held up a hand to keep me from speaking 
before he continued. "Two, I want to meet the black spawn of Nott and 
Hel, " he held up a second finger as he spoke. 

"No," I shook my head at this. It's not that I didn't trust Balder, 
well maybe I didn't, but there was a reason I wanted to keep 
Toothless to myself. "I'm not entirely sure that he's friendly yet. I 
mean we spent the entire afternoon learning from each other, but I'm 
not sure if-, " 

"Woah, woah, woah. Back pedal a bit," Balder exclaimed. I stopped 
speaking, surprised to see the bartender with his jaw slacking as 
though he had lost all his strength the necessary muscles to hold it 
up. "You spent your afternoon with a dragon?!" I nodded. "Like 
sitting next to each other?" I shrugged a bit at that. "And you had a 
lovely chat I suppose," I gave my friend a 'really' look. 

"I don't speak dragon. Balder. I don't even know if they have a 
language, " 

Balder rubbed his chin at that, an amused smile of his face. "That 
would be cool if they did, " 

"Balder, " 

"What would you call it, anyway? Dragon-Norse? 

"Balder, " 

"Dracan, Dragonian, Dracish, " 

"Balder! " 

"Thuum, Parseltongue? No, got it, Dragonese!" 

"BALDER! " 

The lean adult looked back to me. "I just don't want to take any 
risks," He raised an eyebrow at me, and I rolled my eyes. "I don't 
want to take any risks I haven't already taken," 

Balder then picked up the tail fin and held it out, scrutinizing it. 
"Well, I think this tells me different, " I snatched the device from 
him. I took the fin to the workbench to make sure there was no damage 
or unfinished stitches that needed to made. 


"And what's number three?" I asked, not looking up. Balder was silent 
for longer than he was normally able to be, so I looked over my 
shoulder. The bartender had put on his hunter face, staring into the 



ground. His arms were crossed over his chest, and he had a 
calculating glare on his face. 

He looked up. "Astrid came to see me yesterday," Oh great. I was 
hoping to completely drop everything that happened after the arena. 
Not the experience with Toothless, but all the glares and rumours 
that I had hurt Astrid. I don't even know where they could have 
gotten that from. I couldn't hurt Astrid even if I tried. "She had 
been crying. I could tell, her eyes were scarlet red when I saw her," 
I stared at Balder was he seriously blaming me for what happened? 

What reason could he possibly have for taking Astrid' s side when 
she's the one in the wrong? "Her memories are repressed," 

"Oh well, that makes it all okay, " I exclaimed sarcast ically , turning 
back to look over the fin. 

"Look, man. I get that you're pissed off. Who wouldn't be, right?" I 
gave no indication that I was listening, because truthfully I was 
only half listening to my friend. I took the fin and slid it under 
the basket lid's handle. Balder stood in front of me as I pulled the 
straps over my shoulders. "Look, I'm not sure what she plans to do 
now, but just-, " I turned and moved to leave the forge, but Balder 
ran in front of me and placed his hand on my chest to halt me. 
"Listen! What she said yesterday, was when she didn't know you were 
friends, " 

I looked at the bartender dead in the eyes and replied. "She never 
should've forgotten in the first place," I then brushed past him and 
walked out into the forest. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p> 'Maybe I was a bit harsh, ' I found myself thinking on the walk to 
the cove. I probably hadn't gone ten metres into the forest before I 
found myself feeling guilty about what I had said about Astrid. Like 
Balder had said, her memories were repressed. If she could remember 
everything she wouldn't have been so harsh, would she? And now that 
her memories were back she might be a bit nicer, right? Then again, 
she has gotten a large reputation now. She is friends with Snotlout 
and the others. Losing one friend is going to get her to drop 
everything just to be with someone as insignificant as me. 'She's 
better off without me, ' <p> 

Wait, why do I pity her for that? She didn't try to fix things last 
night, so that proves she cares more about the others, about her 
reputation than me. She doesn't care about our friendship. It all 
means nothing to her now that she's Berk's finest warrior. If she 
wants to go off and leave me in the dust, then let her. 'I'm better 
off without her, ' 

When I entered the cove. Toothless was resting by the lake. It only 
just came to me that I had begun referring to the Night Fury with 
this name, then again it didn't seem to mind all that much. "Hey 
Toothless, " I chimed, causing the ebony reptile to lift its head to 
attention. He must have smelt the contents of the basket, because he 
suddenly sat up on his haunches and began swinging his tail from side 
to side. "That's right, bud. I brought breakfast. I hope you're 
hungry, " 


I didn't even have chance to open the lid before the dragon dove on 



the straw container, knocking out a large pile of fish of various 
kinds. The Night Fury dove into the pile, swallowing each one with 
gnashing teeth. "Yeah, there you go. That's the stuff," I spoke 
comforting words, more for my nerves than the dragon's ease. As 
Toothless continued to plow through his meal, I tiptoed behind him 
and prepared to fit the tail onto him. 

Suddenly Toothless let out an ear piercing shriek and backed away 
from the pile. "It's okay. Toothless," I tried to yell over his 
shrieking as he continued to back away. I looked over to the pile of 
fish. On the top the pile sat a yellow smoked eel. "Is that what's 
bothering you?" I questioned. It seemed rather ludicrous to me that a 
dragon would react so badly to the fresh meat. Then again, I was too 
fond of eels either. They were slimy and chewy, even after intense 
cooking. I walked up to the pile and picked the slippery fish with my 
thumb and finger, hoping to keep as much slime off of me as possible. 
I then flung the fish into the lake for it to sink to the 
bottom . 

Toothless hissed at the lake, as though wishing the eel good 
riddance, I chuckled as I wiped the eel goo on my finger onto my 
furs. "Okay, bud. You get back to your meal," However the dragon had 
now noticed the leather fin beside his tail. He looked at it 
curiously, and then shuffled his tail closer to it so that metal rod 
and scaly appendage were touching. I walked steadily up to the 
contraption, keeping my gaze fixed on it and not the dragon. I could 
feel the dragon's eyes on me, and while I was apprehensive, I didn't 
necessarily feel scared. I soon found myself distracting from the 
reptile as I strapped the fin onto the dragon's tail. "Okay, not too 
bad. It should work. Just need to-," 

I was interrupted my sudden tenseness in my stomach, as I felt the 
uneasy change of my surroundings and height. Toothless had somehow 
caught onto what was going on and was eager to test his flight 
capability, with me hugging his tail for dear life. I screamed and 
cried out in protest, hoping the dragon would notice and descend. 

Then we began to descend, way too steep to be normal. I didn't 
understand. Toothless had a fin now, why couldn't he fly? I looked 
over to the fin to see that while the black skin one was spread flat, 
the leather fake was tucked in. 

Of course. Toothless couldn't control the new tail because it was 
just strapped to the side of his tail. I would have to perfect the 
design, but right then our lives were more important. I grabbed the 
end on the prosthetic and pulled the fin open. I found myself ascend 
very steeply, and I had to wrap legs around the Night Fury's tail to 
keep from falling. As I was swung through the air with each flick the 
creature gave, I watched as the forest became smaller and smaller, 
until I could see the great hall in the distance. It worked, we were 
flying . 

"Oh my Thor, it's working," I yelled giddily into the sky. I lifted 
the fin to be vertical, causing us to fly back down to the cove. 
Toothless gave a sound of confused distress, but I barely registered 
it as I stared at my successful contraption. "I did it," I exclaimed. 
Suddenly, Toothless took a sharp U-turn and I was thrown of his tail 
into the cove's cool lake. As I reached the water's surface, the 
Night Fury fell into the river not far from me. "Yeah," I shouted in 
excitement . 



We both reached the shore and focused on getting our respective 
selves dry. "It works. Toothless," I stated as I rang my clothes out. 
I would probably have to change before training. "I mean, yeah, it 
won't stay open, but I just need to perfect the design. There must be 
a way I can work the fin which doesn't involve hanging on your tail. 

I know a saddle, yes; I can build a saddle and then pull the rope to 
make it open. I'll need to make it so it opens at certain angles 
and-, " 

I felt a quick blow to my head, and I put my hand up to immediately 
cradle my injured skull. I looked around to meet Toothless' unamused 
glare. He was clearly not happy with the idea of being ridden like a 
donkey. "Look, bud. It's only until I can figure out a way to help 
you fly alone. I promise, okay?" The reptile contemplated this for a 
while before reluctantly nodding his head. I took off the tailfin, so 
that I could work on it in the forge later. For now, I had to face 
the Zippleback, and Astrid. Who knew what would come out of dragon 
training today? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Alright , another chapter down. Just THOUSANDS more to go. 
Obvious exaggeration is obvious. Anyway, catch you on the flip guys. 
Later . <strong> 

**AND DON'T FORGET TO REVIEW AND VOTE!** 


19. Progress (Astrid) 

**What better way to start a chapter than. Snot's narration? Wait, no 
don't let-** 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"It was humungous, the largest one I'd ever seen. It was like a 
whole new species. The twins were knocked out before the fight had 
actually begun. Eishlegs was cowering in the corner with Hiccup 
shaking behind him. Astrid had put up a good fight, but she was 
clearly no match. She was pinned and down for the count, "<p> 

Gustav Larson stood jaw-wide as he looked up at his idol, Snotlout, 
who told _his_ version of the dragon lesson. It never stopped 
surprising me how anyone could believe Snotlout 's claims to be the 
"Greatest Viking to grace the Archipelago". Then again, it was one 
boy, an eight year old _viking_ boy at that. Either way the audience 
seems to fuel the Jorgenson's already bloated ego. I just rolled my 
eyes, facing away from the dimwit and his unfortunate lackey, but 
continued to listen to his boasting in case he crossed a line and put 
an idea into Gustav's partially corrupted head. 

"So, using my incredible viking skills and quick thinking-, " 

'_Ha_, ' I thought '_The day that you think is a long time 
coming_, ' 

"I leaped onto the Nadder's back, wrapped my arms around its neck and 
strangled it into submission, " 

'_Eirst of all, you can't leap two feet in the air never mind land 



perfectly onto a dragon's back. Secondly, you can't wrap your arms 
around a tree trunk, never mind a Nadder's neck. And last of all, 
even if you could land on the dragon's back perfectly, do you really 
think it would let you stay there? Maybe take you for a ride? Ha, as 

if_, ' 

"Why didn't you kill it, Snotlout?" the young boy asked, eager to his 
idol's wise words. 

'_0h this should be good_, ' 

"Because the others were pathetic during that lesson, and the Nadders 
are second deadliest dragon known to us. They need to learn how to 
handle it like I can, and they can't do that with a corpse," I turned 
to growl at the arrogant boy, who was too busy kissing his biceps too 
notice. Gustav however heard the warning and took it with wide eyes 
and a lowered head. Snotlout eventually noticed his protA©gA©'s 
unease and then open is disgusting mouth again. 

"Excluding my babe, obviously, " I felt his heavy arm around my 
shoulders again. I could hear Gustav whimper, he knew Snotlout 's 
mistake before he did himself. "I mean she didn't take down the 
dragon this time around, but I think I'll let her have the next 
match," My reaction was instant. I drove the handle of my axe into 
his groin, and as he fell to his knees, kicked him in the side of his 
head . 

As he whined like a slapped puppy, I leaned over him and spoke. "I am 
not your babe, " I growled sharply, before standing straight to see 
the others coming over the bridge. Hiccup was lagging behind, as 
Fishlegs continued to babble towards the bored looking twins. I 
sighed in relief, the husky teen was trying to distract the teens to 
keep Hiccup safe from ridicule. I felt a twinge of anticipation. I 
knew Hiccup would still be upset. There was no way he could simply 
let something that bad go. I needed to apologise to him, 
soon . 

"Well, we all seem to be here," Gobber's voice boomed out, breaking 
my reverie. We entered the arena to find six buckets of water by the 
entrance. Gothi and Gustav were up in the stands watching, the latter 
bouncing on his feet with excitement, while the former stood still 
and quietly observed. I was a little surprised that Dragon Hand 
wasn't present to watch the lesson, but decided it wasn't important. 
"Pick up a bucket and get into pairs, " The blacksmith commanded. This 
was my chance, I grabbed a bucket and searched for Hiccup. 
Unfortunately Hiccup had already partnered with Fishlegs. I growled 
in frustration and joined Ruffnut's side, it was better than being 
with her brother or Snotlout. 

"Today is about teamwork, " Gobber voice rung out as the Zippleback 
cage open. Green gas poured out of the opening flooding the arena and 
obscuring our view. From what I remembered, Zippleback gas was 
noxious, making vikings sick if breathed in. I focused on taking 
quick breaths to keep the cloud from causing efficient effect. 

I could hear the dragon growling through the smog it had created. 

Ruff and I had a strong defence going. We stood elbow space apart, 
and watched separate directions. One day while we were training, we 
found that going back to back didn't leave us enough room to act if 
we spotted an enemy. So we stood with enough space between us to use 



our weapons . 


"As most of you know, a wet dragon head can't light its fire. The 
Hideous Zippleback is extra crafty. One head breathes gas, the other 
head lights it. Your job is know which is which," With my task now 
clear in my head, I began searching the wisps of green for any signs 
of movement. I could hear the mumbling of the others to my right 
through the fog, which meant that those areas were being watched. I 
turned my senses towards the left with Ruff watching our 
six . 

"There," someone called out. A torrent of water suddenly slashed over 
Ruffnut, she sputtered and coughed as the unexpected drink was 
swallowed wrong. I only had time to yelp and turn away as another 
splash sloshed onto my back. The cold sent shivers down my spine, but 
I ignored the cold water and turned to face the celebrating boys. 

Tuff was doing a very annoying victory dance, and Snotlout had turned 
towards the stands above. "See Gustav? That's how the greatest viking 
alive does it, " Gustav had covered his mouth, whether to conceal 
shock or laughter, I didn't know nor cared. The elder beside the 
young boy merely shook her head in annoyed disapproval. 

"Hey," Ruffnut called to her brother, and the Jorgenson. Both turned 
to face us. They could tell we were angry at them, but they clearly 
had no idea why. "Idiots, you hit us!" Ruffnut snarled. 

Tuffnut eyes brightened for a split second before he opened his mouth 
"You can't blame us thinking you were a dragon. Your butts are 
getting bigger, " He snickered. 

Snotlout grinned as he stared at me, eyes directed below the belt, 
towards the mentioned area. If that didn't boil my blood, what he 
said did. "Can't say I mind a ' dragonesque ' figure," I stomped 
towards the perverted idiot and pounded him in his grinning face. He 
fell to the floor with a grunt. Tuffnut cackled at the sight before 
he took a bucket of water to the helmet, courtesy of his sister. As 
both boys groaned on the floor, Ruff and I exchanged a high 
five . 

Suddenly a green tail swiped through the smoke, taking Tuffnut with 
it. I could hear his cries and yelps as the Zippleback did unknown 
and horrific things to him in the smoke. I held my bucket tighter, 
ready to engage as soon as the dragon made a move. A tail swipe came 
low, almost taking my feet from under me. However I was able to jump 
over the sweep and back up, hoping to coax the reptile out of the 
mist, which was beginning to clear up. The dragon leaned forward, as 
I backed up. Then, I lunged forward and hurled the water. The demon 
saw this coming and was able to pull back its heads before my attack 
could make its mark. I cursed under my breath as the reptile turned 
its attention to its last two threats. 

Fish was petrified to the spot, sputtering facts and clutching his 
bucket like a teddy bear. He looked as though he was ready to throw 
the bucket in the air and run wailing. Hiccup however stood, bucket 
ready and, despite the hesitance in his body movements, his face 
remained stoic. I had to give him credit for his bravery, even if it 
was a terrible time to show it. The right head of the dragon inched 
towards the two, snorting as it approached. Fishlegs mumbling 
increased in volume as it neared, incidentally drawing the demon's 
attention. Its menacing gaze tracked the boy as he stumbled over 



himself. It lunged forward, and in an act of panic, received a litre 
of water down its open gullet. 


Fishlegs had a look of disbelief on his face, before laughing 
nervously at the growling reptile. It opened its jaws and released a 
thick wisp of green. Wrong Head. The left head blasted a burst of 
green, and the boy squealing before running from the lizard. Now that 
Hiccup was alone, the Zippleback's right head emerged from the dying 
smoke and began clicking its tongue, creating large sparks that 
licked the air. I knew Hiccup wouldn't be able to make the shot, 
unless the dragon lowered its head. That was when idiotically 
brilliant idea came to me. 

"Hey Zippleback, " I called, waving my hands in the air. The dragon 
looked down at me as I jumped on the spot. "You smell worse that 
Snotface's armpits," I knew the dragon couldn't understand what I was 
saying, but none less its attention was now on me. Its right head 
growled angrily, now leering over me. I no longer had a bucket, so 
the dragon was no longer worried about me wetting its head. 

From the corner of my eye, I could see Hiccup's look of puzzlement as 
he watched me taunted the green monster, completely unarmed. I subtly 
nodded to towards him, then the dragon, and he nodded. I breathed a 
sigh of relief, as held his bucket ready and stood close enough to 
get a clear shot. I had never been so glad for his patience in my 
life. He knew to wait until he had a clear shot, and was waiting 
until I gave him the 'all-clear'. The Zippleback's growling snapped 
my attention back towards the beast. "And your face looks like 
Tuffnut's smile, hideous and deformed. I guess that's where you got 
the title, " 

The Zippleback reacted very badly towards the goading. The left head 
snorted out wisps of its gas, while the right head snarled angrily, 
before lunging in anger. "Now!" I shouted to Hiccup. Then two thing 
happened at once. As the water landed on the dragon's right head, the 
reptile retaliated by swinging its paw at me, sending me a good 
distance across the arena. 

"Astrid!" I chorused of voices rung out as I picked myself up. I had 
a few scrapes from the tumble, and a large bruise where the beast had 
hit me in my abdomen, but nothing of serious concern. Suddenly all 
the other teens had surrounding me, barrelling out concerned, 
shocked, angry questions. However all of our attention was soon 
directed to the most impossible sight in the world. 

"Back! Back!" Hiccup commanded. The dragon backed away each time the 
lanky teen took a step, shrieking whenever he pushed the air between 
them. It was the most impossible sight in the world. "Don't make me 
tell you again, " Hiccup growled at the dragon, as it backed closer 
into its cage. "Now you stay in there and think about what you've 
done!" He yelled. I watched in amazement as he threw something into 
the enclosure before closing the large doors. Whatever had got into 
Hiccup, suddenly vanished when he turned to face our very shocked 
faces. He chuckled nervously, as silence filled the arena. 

"So are we done?" he asked as he slowly turned to leave, "Because I 
need to-, " 

"Oh no, you don't," Snotlout stepped towards Hiccup very menacingly. 
Hiccup tensed up at his cousin's approach, but didn't turn to face 



him. "You think you can just let my girl get knocked down, and then 
steal her glory. You took the chicken approach and left her to be 
bait. And you think you're hot stuff because you think scared a 
dragon? Well, let me tell you something. Fishbone! I-, " 

"Snotlout!" I yelled. This time it was Snotlout who tensed as I 
strode towards him, only he turned towards me with a look of shock. I 
prodded a finger into his chest, roughly pushing with tip of my 
finger. "You don't know what you're talking about. I made the 
decision to goad the dragon so that Hiccup would have a clearer shot! 
It's my own fault I got hurt, and even it was Hiccup's fault, what 
could he have done to save me the hit?! Just keep your mouth shut, 
Jorgenson! I've had enough of your tongue flapping for one day!" 

All eyes were on me as I spoke, and even afterwards. Gobber was the 
first to break out of his stupor as he addressed the others. "Right 
well, that's it for today, uh . Go do what you do. Urn, no meeting 
tonight, " Everyone reawakened after the announcement, and set out of 
the arena. I then realised that Hiccup had already gone out and must 
have left before Gobber had spoken. I dashed out of the ring and 
scanned the area for the auburn haired boy. I thought that he was 
gone until I spot him turning away from the bridge into the 
forest . 

"Hiccup, wait, " I called as I jogged over to him. He stopped again 
but didn't turn around. Once I was near him, I stopped a few metre 
away. I could tell from his intensity that he wanted some distance. 

My thought process stopped suddenly, so that all we could hear was my 
whispered pants. Dammit, I hadn't thought about what to say. I knew 
what I had to do, but had no clue how to do it, great timing. "I, uh, 
I just wanted to say, nice work today. You really helped me in taking 
down the Zippleback, and that thing you did to make it back off was 
awesome too. How did you do that by the way?" 

By this point, the small teen had turned to face me directly. I found 
myself frightening trapped in the fire of hid forest green gaze. 
"Thanks," he muttered. I felt so stupid. Why couldn't I just what I 
needed to and avoid this very uncomfortable situation? Because my 
stupid pride had to get in the way didn't it? Just like always. Well 
done, Astrid, the gods applaud you. 

And as if too annoy me further, my bangs were over my eye again. I 
lifted my hand to move them, but then I thought of something. One of 
the older memories, before I went cold hearted. It was a long shot, 
but worth the try. I lowered my hand to my hip and smiled at Hiccup. 
"It looks cute when it's down, remember?" 

I celebrated and giggled in my head, when I saw the red in Hiccup's 
eyes drop down into his cheeks. He coughed in an attempt to regain 
his composure, "Urn, uh, yeah. I, uh, do, sort of, kinda, remember 
that, day, " 

I giggled at his stumbling and tripping before ultimately saving him 
from embarrassment, "okay. Hiccup. I see you tomorrow," 

"You will?" he asked shocked. 

"Yeah, for dragon training?" 

"Oh right, yeah of course, right, gotcha, " 



I couldn't help but laugh and smile, as the teenager's rambling grew 
quieter as we parted ways. I had never felt so incredible in my 
laugh. I was able to spark something inside of Hiccup, during the 
lesson, and was able reignite the flames of our friendship. Something 
told me that we had both made a lot of progress from what we learned 
today, and who knew where it was going to take us. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxstrong>0kay , this one took a whole lot longer than I was hoping, 
then again, I've been focusing on my exams. Performing Threatre Exam 
in 6 days time so, yeah. Also, IT'S MY GIRLFRIEND'S BIRTHDAY IN 4 
DAYS! WOO! Appy Appy Early Birday, sweetheart . <strong> 

**By the way, I'm going to be getting back into the Book of Dragons. 
Still have the second movie dragons to add, as well as a few 00 's, so 
watch out for that. Now the Zippleback option is going to be taken 
out of the POLL, but that doesn't mean last minute voters can't pick 
one of the options and change the course of this show.** 

**Till whenever.** 


**Blue** 


20. Why We Do What We Do (Hiccup) 
"You're kidding," 

"Nope, " 

"You have to be, " 

"No, " 

"You swear to Thor?" 

"Yes, " 

"Odin? " 

"Yes ! " 


"What about Frigga?" 

"Balder! " 

"Well, I'm sorry for thinking this is a dream!" the bartender 
defended. A few people looked up at his outburst, confused and 
curious about what had suddenly gotten him so excited. I don't think 
I've ever seen Balder like this, sure he's been happy and excited 
before, but never on this level. 

"What's got you so worked up about this?" 

Balder gave me a look so perplexed, I thought I had suddenly grown 
black scales and wings. "Dude, the two most interesting people on 
this island are getting together again. How can I not be amped for 
that?" I simply rolled my eyes and continued using my fork to play 



with the fish on my plate. I'm not entirely sure why, but it had 
somehow become my food of choice recently. I suppose it had something 
to do with yesterday. 

"I'm not so sure that we are going to be friends again. I mean sure, 
she's friendli_er_ now, but-," 

"But what?" 

I sighed and looked back up to my friend's eyes "I mean, she said 
this after I beat the Zippleback, " Raider's eyes softened as he 
caught onto my meaning. "She might just like me for my 'viking 
prowess'," Now that I had voiced this possibility, the reality of it 
being true dawned on me completely. The probability that Astrid 
actually chosen to follow her memories was extremely slim, then a 
new, much darker thought dawned on me. "Even if she did, she probably 
doesn't deserve it after what happened yesterday," 

Raider's face turned to abstract shock as he eyed me like a gibbering 
idiot. "Hiccup, are youa€ 1 .holding a grudge?" I didn't actually think 
of it like that before then, but I supposed that I was. And didn't I 
have a right to? Astrid had practically torn me apart with that one 
word alone. "I'm going to have to make another list today aren't I?" 
the bartender's angry bark startled me. My attention now completely 
on him, he began counting on his fingers like he had this 
morning . 

"One a€" Astrid is nowhere near shallow enough to try and get close 
to you for winning the match. Two a€" If she didn't want to be your 
friend again, she would have been jealous or even suspicious of your 
win, not provocative, " Balder held up his other hand when I tried to 
protest "And don't even pretend that what she said hadn't sounded 
like that. I may have not been there but the words you said she used 
can give me an idea. And Three a€" You too haven't actually had a 
chance to talk this out, so don't start telling yourself how this is 
going to go before it happens. She might surprise you," 

I awkwardly mumbled an apology and continued to scrape patterns into 
salmon. I wasn't even hungry, but Balder had given it to me anyway, 
probably just to keep me sat at the bar with him so that he could 
talk to me. The hall keep let out a sigh and slid my plate to his 
side of the counter and took the fish in his hand. 

"So how did you beat the Zippleback?" he inquired as he took a large 
bite, almost eating half of the fish in one bite. I growled at him 
for taking my meal, only getting a shrug in response. "You weren't 
eating it, " 

I sighed tiredly "I used an eel to-," 

I was interrupted when Balder nearly choked on his second bite of 
fish. "Wait, what? An eel?!" he exclaimed. This drew everyone's 
attention again, not even a whisper escaped from their tables as they 
stared at the two of us. "What?!" Everyone turned their eyes from us, 
but from the whispers I could make out, they were clearly talking 
about us. Balder looked back at me and hissed exasperatedly "So you 
scare off a dragon with an _eel_? How does that work?" 

"Dragons seem to be afraid of them, like they pure evil or 
something, " 



Balder scrutinized me, leaning over the table to look directly into 
my eye. I shifted uncomfortably under his gaze, avoiding eye contact 
with him. "You learned that from the dragon didn't you?" I nodded. 

The lean adult chuckled, shaking his head as he finished my meal. 
"Taught by a dragon to take down dragons, " 

"It's not like Toothless is giving me lessons on the subject," I 
scoffed, receiving a look of confusion. 

"You named him Toothless?" I was about to respond when I suddenly 
heard the scraping of chairs around me. I was shocked to find that 
the twins had sat by my left, and Snotlout sat at my left, with 
Fishlegs next to him. 

"What's this about Useless?" Snotlout demanded. I'm not sure whether 
I was glad he misheard Balder, or annoyed that he had fallen back on 
that old nickname, it was even worse than 'Fishbone'. Snotlout didn't 
give either us a chance to respond to his question and instead 
focused on me. "How did you do it?" he demanded angrily. I paled at 
the menacing tone in his voice. 

"How did I do what?" I stuttered, kicking myself internally for 
showing this weakness. Earlier I could take Snotlout 's raving, but 
one mildly pleasant conversation with Astrid later, and I was back to 
being a jabbering idiot. Maybe that was why Astrid was so nice 
earlier. To turn me back into a clumsy awkward runt again. 

"You know what we mean. How did you scare off the Zippleback?" 

Ruffnut called. 

Fishlegs seemed incredibly interested in knowing as well. "It was 
amazing," he called out "It was like you knew that dragon. You were 
inside its head, rattling its cage, " 

Snotlout sneered as he picked up from Fishlegs. "And that, my 
muscularly challenged cousin, that is why we decided we needed to 
know how you did it, " 

"Ah, so it worked then?" Balder suddenly called. Everyone's eyes were 
immediately on the middle aged man. 

"What worked? Have you been giving the fishbone lessons in dragon 
training?" Snotlout growled "Because if what you taught can work with 
'him'," he pointed to me, not looking as I rolled my eyes. "Imagine 
what it could do for someone like me. Astrid would fall for me in 
seconds, " 

To his credit. Balder kept a straight face and addressed the four of 
them directly. "Well it's quite simple really. It's a special diet I 
learned about when my family travelled around the Mainlands, " he bent 
down and grabbed three bowls, placing them on the counter. He spread 
cabbage leaves to line the wooden plating, and added beans that had 
been boiling in the pan. Einally he sprinkled five handfuls of cheese 
on top and placed them in the oven. 

All the while the others went from watching Balder cook to keeping a 
watch on me. Eishlegs seemed the most interested in Balder, mumbling 
words as he watched the cook work. The twins seemed to be paying the 
least attention, too busy discussing/arguing over Balder 's "miracle 



diet". I just watched the hall-keep quietly, but I could feel my 
cousin's angry eyes burning into my skull. I endured the intense 
staring until Balder placed down the bowls with the finished 
meal . 

"Bean Salad, " he introduced the dish, which looked both unappealing 
and unappetising. 

Ruff and Snotlout groaned at the meatless meal while Tuffnut retched. 
"Dude, you expect us to eat that?" 

"Only if you want to do what Hiccup did in the arena, " Sceptical at 
first, my three tormenters took a bowl and began eating the salad. 
Upon finding it sufficiently edible they began wolfing down the food, 
demanding seconds and stealing from each other. While the three were 
distracted. Balder looked to me and jerked his head in the direction 
of the doors. I nodded and jumped from my seat, walking quickly away 
from the bar. Fishlegs looked as though he was about to point me out, 
but the cook easily caught his attention at the mention of new dragon 
stats . 

Once I was outside I didn't know what to do with myself. I just 
walked through the village blindly, letting my feet and mind wonder 
wherever they wished. I found myself thinking back on Balder 's remark 
about my trick in the kill ring. Technically I hadn't been the 
dragon, only used its nature weakness against it. Though I supposed 
that it could be used as a way of incapacitat ing dragons, and it 
meant that we could defend the island without killing the dragons, 
maybe even repel them completely. 

I slapped my head at the idiotic optimism of that idea. There was no 
way we could gather that many eels, and how was I meant to explain to 
island how I had discovered that dragons were afraid of eels? Who 
would believe me anyway? Maybe if I spent more time with 
Toothlessa€ 1 

That was when I remembered, I need to make a saddle for Toothless' 
tail. That way I could work his tail until I found a way to give him 
full control of his flight again. I began drawing the design, taking 
measurements using the tailfin and my drawing of Toothless as 
reference. I was half way through soldering the framework together 
when I stopped to think about what I was doing. 

I was helping the most dangerous dragon in the known world recover 
its ability to fly. What was I hoping to gain from this? Was I 
expected him to return the favour by never raiding again? I mean I 
knew now that he has feelings, but that doesn't mean I could trust 
him, could I? In the end nothing would change. The war would still 
raging around us, and we would be forced to play our parts, or at 
least one of us will. Unlessa€l 

I thought about this morning, when we were both soaring in the air. 

To see the world from a skyward perspective and be unbound from the 
chains of earth, it was exhilarating. As I had looked down from my 
awkward position on the dragon's tail, I had felt all of my worries, 
all of my problems, and all of their expectations just stand and 
watch from the ground. I was safely out of reach from everything. I 
was free. 


Maybe that's why I was doing this, I wanted to show my people the 



same freedom I had. I wanted to give them a way out of the massacre 
we were all facing. Maybe if I could show everyone that dragons 
aren't what we thought, maybe we could end this war. If one side 
stopped fighting so would the other, but the only way to show 
everyone this was possible was to show how much we could trust our 
' enemy ' . 

I took out a sheet of leather and began carefully cutting out the 
shape of the saddle. This was going to be the key to the end of our 
war . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Ugh, the ending of this is so ugly, and it's 235 words 
under my chapter target. Ah, well. At least I got it done. Also threw 
in a quote from the cartoon series. Free cookies for whoever picks up 
on it first. It's minor so you have to be a HTTYD geek to pick up on 
it. Anyway, hope you enjoy. I'm going to work on writing other 
unrelated fics. But will focus on Dragon Hand and Book of Dragons as 
much as I can. Leave a review, say what was good, or bad, or flame. I 
don't mind, see you guys . <strong> 


21. Conflicts (Astrid) 

**My GODS! This took forever to get done. Ugh, at least it's done. I 
hope I don't end with more awkward chapters like this. It's so hard 
to write in this theme. Anyway, here you are. Another Astrid chapter. 
I tried to take into consideration Guest Rose's review, and make it 
more Astrid-esque . Turns out, I suck. Feel free to laugh it up in the 
reviews, I probably deserve it for this.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I felt good. I felt really good, I smiled to myself as I lay on 
my bedroll. I would probably look so weird to anyone who walked in, 
lying on a bed roll smiling like an idiot, but I could help it. A 
celebration the like of the Regatta, was happening inside of my mind. 
I had fixed things with Hiccup, well sort of. I had still yet to 
apologise for what I had said yesterday. Just like that, the 
celebration died down into an empty room with only one grumbling 
voice echoing in the halls of my mind.<p> 

"_Why are you such a coward?_" It asked. 

"It's not cowardice, it's my pride," I knew I was technically talking 
to myself, but over these past few months my mind hasn't really felt 
like my own. 

"_No, you're afraid_, " My mind insisted. 

I scoff a little and that. "A Hofferson is never afraid," The 
Hofferson family was one of the village's elite houses. In fact it 
was probably the most respected house on the island. Trade offers 
were practically poured onto our laps every day. Father could barely 
take two steps outside before somebody asked for his assistance. On 
most occasions, the chief wouldn't start a council meeting without 
him. The Hoffersons gained this reputation from their countless shows 
of bravery and strength. It was a reputation that all Hoffersons 
upheld . 



"_Neither was Uncle Finn_, " 

I growled and sat up. My fists curling into the pelts of my bed roll. 
"That doesn't count," 

"_Why not?_" I could feel my fists curling tighter into the 
furs . 

"He was fearless. Nothing could scare him," 

"_And yet the Frightmare did_, " I slammed my fist into the ground and 
yelled out. My roaring voice echoed off the wooden walls, but it 
wasn't enough. I don't know how long I was screaming for, but when I 
calmed down my axe was in my hands. Splinters were on the floor, and 
above them were large gashes in the walls. Despite my sudden 
outburst, I could still feel the urge to hit something or 
someone . 

My Uncle Finn was a very sensitive subject. It happened during 
Arvendale ' s fire, an event that takes place every decade. The sky 
would light up with radiant colours that danced in the sky. Though 
the display was beautiful. Berk never had the chance to enjoy it. For 
when the Fire came, the Flightmare came with it. 

There were many arguments as to what the Flightmare was, some say it 
is the ghost of a dragon that had been killed by the first settlers. 
Other say it is a Jotun in dragon form. But few people, like my 
family and the Thorstons knew that it was simply a beast that came to 
wreak havoc like other dragons. The last time the Flightmare came, my 
Uncle Finn, Fearless Finn Hofferson as he was known, challenged the 
Flightmare . 

The Flightmare came out untouched, and rumours began to spread. 
Rumours that Finn Hofferson froze in fear. For the most of those days 
I was grieving, not letting anyone into my room, as I admittedly 
cried into the pelts. A few days after that, my father had come home 
and demanded I began training as a shieldmaiden . All my memories from 
there had shifted in comfortably over the afternoon. The relentless 
hours, the intense sparring, and constant reminders of Uncle Finn's 
legacy. As I trained I grew more distant from the other kids. I was 
only able to see Hiccup, thanks to Balder organising our midnight 
escapades, but even those I began to draw away from. 

But why? The memories I had of Hiccup and me were brilliant. Why 
would I abandon him so easily? 

For my Uncle's memory, my family name has been tarnished by the 
Flightmare, and our honour needs to be reinstated. 

But did I have to abandon Hiccup? I could easily maintain a strong 
level of training, and our friendship. What made me choose this other 
him? 

Why would I choose him over this? 

I groaned as a great conflict welled up inside of me. Something was 
missing, a piece of memory that just didn't join the dots. I figured 
that the best idea would be to ask Balder to see what he knew. I 
looked down at the axe in my hands. I hadn't been training recently. 



We hadn't even used our weapons in the lesson today; I couldn't skip 
out on training two days straight. I couldn't neglect my training, 
especially with the amount of slacking I'd been doing. My father 
would kill me when he returned. 

I groaned into the silence of my room, before settling on a 
compromise. I would _quickly_ go to Balder, and ask him to give me 
some quick answers. Then I might be able to get an hour or two of 
training before it got too dark. 

When I got into the Great Hall, I was greeted by the worst stench in 
the world. I had to keep my nose pinched between my fingers before I 
could brave further into the hall. It was completely abandoned. Some 
of the benches had been scraped and left on their side. The only 
people left in the large room were Balder, the twins, and 
Snot lout . 

The Jorgenson lifted his head at my arrival, before groaning out 
incoherent words, and slamming his head back onto the table. "They'll 
be like that for a while," Balder called out. His voice was nasally 
from the clip, which he had attached to his nose. I walked over to 
the bar and leaned forward as he explained. "They wanted to do what 
Hiccup did in the arena. So, I gave them "a secret recipe" that would 
allow them to, " 

"What did you give them?" I question curiously, finding humour in 
Tuffnut's groaned complaints, and Ruffnut writhing on the 
floor . 

"Beans, Cheese, and Mildew's Cabbage. Now there stomachs are full of 
gas that needs to be released, hence the smell and the groaning, " I 
laughed along with Balder, as Snotlout tried to stand up only to fall 
to the floor and whimper, curling his body into the fetal position. 
"So what brings you here? I know you're willing to face any 
challenge, but I didn't think surviving in stenches was on your list 
of goals, " 

"Actually, I just wanted to ask you a few things, " 

"Shoot," I motioned for him to lean closer. I knew the other teens 
couldn't eavesdrop in their current state, but I was exactly 
comfortable talking about me and Hiccup in front of them. Once again 
being a coward, and hiding some so simple. 

Then again, I'm not technically friends with Hiccup. 

But I want to be. 

It would only cause more problems than it solves. 

Hiccup is worth it. 

Is he? 

I clenched my teeth in frustration at the battle going through my 
head. It felt as though my paranoia and my confidence were throwing 
spears at one another, get many sharp edges stabbed into my brain as 
they fought. Balder put his hand on my shoulder and I calmed down at 
the small show of comfort. 



"I need to know. Why did I abandon Hiccup?" Balder jerked his head 
back in surprise, staring at me as though I was petting a Terror. 

"All my other memories have been coming back no problem, but there's 
just this big gap that makes it all jumbled. I have the memories but 
I don't the order. I think that if I knew what caused everything to 
change, maybe it would all fall into place, " 

Balder looked at me for a long time, before drawing out a long 
breath. He was clearly a little apprehensive about the subject. 
"Okay," he whispered. "But you have to promise that you'll hear me 
all the way out. Don't walk out without hearing all of the details," 

I nodded my head. "No, Astrid. Promise me, " 

What was with him, surely what Hiccup did 5 years ago could make me 
that angry with him. But if it did make me angry then, wouldn't it 
make me angry now? I mean with the way Balder is acting, he certainly 
thinks I might fly off the handle. I slowly lifted my hand, palm 
flat. "I swear on Odin's missing eye, that I will listen to 
everything you have to say, " 

Balder sighed and busied himself putting away clean trays and 
utensils. "I don't know exactly why, but I think has something to do 
with when you found out what Hiccup did on Flightmare Night, " I 
raised an eyebrow as Balder continued. "You said that you didn't 
blame him, but it's the only thing that makes sense," 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Hiccup paced in the tall grass where he. Balder, and I had 
been playing not months ago. "No, no, no! Why did I do that? I'm so 
stupid. Now she's going to hate me forever," he kicked himself for 
what he had done, before sitting in the deep grass, curling into a 
weak ball of worthlessness. <em>_He looked up into the stars, which 
shone brightly down at the fickle boy. Arvendale ' s Fire was beginning 
to fade away, signalling that the Flightmare was long gone now. This 
only worsened Hiccup's mood further. He had messed up before, but 
this had to be his biggest screw-up in history. He hung his head 
between his knees and tightened his body around himself. _ 

_That was how I found him, curled into a ball, and sniffling every 
few seconds. He must have heard my footsteps because he looked up at 
me with puffy red eyes. Despite the teary expression on his face, his 
face and eyelids were completely dry, he was at the peak of crying, 
but hadn't gone over the edge just yet._ 

_I had intended to hound the twig, and maybe even beat him. But 
seeing him in an already damaged state made me turn down these 
thoughts. So now we were just stood there, waiting to see what the 
other would do because neither of us knew what move to make. 
Eventually after a silence that seemed to stretch for eons, I 
whispered to him. "Why did you do it. Hiccup? Why did you tell 
everyone that?"_ 

_He looked too scared to answer, but also afraid to remain silent. 
"I-I-I," he stuttered and fumbled for words in that adorable way he 
always does. _ 

_NO, ASTRID! You HATE HIM!_ 

_I tuned out the Hiccup's babbling as I watched him panic, ignoring 



him as he spoke until he finally got a hold of his tongue. "It's just 
what I saw, " he explained plainly, answering the question, but still 
avoiding it. I was about to threaten him when he continued. _ 

"_I just saw it, happen. Your Uncle went up to the Flightmare and 
challenged it. He was so brave he looked like a hero in the story 
book we read. But then a he was covered in fog, and he suddenly went 
stiff. He didn't move, not even a little. That's when the 
Flightmarea€ 1 , 

_He didn't want to say that bit. Uncle Finn, while not exactly happy 
with me being Hiccup's friend, had always accepted it, far better 
than my dad ever did. "That's when I told my dad what I saw, and the 
other villagers were there. They were hounding me to know what 
happened, so I told them, " _ 

_I should have known Hiccup would've been pressured into saying this 
sort of thing. He would never call Uncle Finn a coward, whether it 
had been true or not, which I refused to believe it was. I didn't 
care if Hiccup said he saw it. My uncle was the most courageous and 
fearless viking on Berk. Like Hel would he freeze up because of a 
glowy dragon and a little mist._ 

_I wished I could believe those statements, but I had no evidence to 
back myself up. Hiccup did. He had seen my uncle freeze before his 
very eyes. And he would never lie to sully somebody's reputation, not 
even Snotlout's. He was too humble and caring to go down such a 
selfish route. Sighing I turned around to walk away. I had my answers 
and had lost the urge to punch Hiccup, so I turned from my best 
friend and began walking home._ 

"_But, it doesn't he was afraid," he said rapidly. I had to process 
the words twice to make sure I was hearing right. Was he seriously 
suggesting that, right after saying everything that he had seen. 

Maybe he did actually make it up to ruin the Hofferson name, and was 
just taunting me. " I mean maybe he got stuck in some mud, o-or maybe 
the mist paralyzed him, or mayb-, 

_I giggled and put a finger on his lips to silence him. That's 
Hiccup, always using his over active mind to try and make things 
better, only this time it worked, a little bit. "Hiccup, thank you," 

I said. He looked confused so I explained. "It makes me feel knowing 
that you believe that Uncle Finn didn't freeze up. And you're right, 
there has to be another reason for what happened, 

"_Right ! " Hiccup exclaimed frantically, and began to ramble possible, 
and impossible, explanations for the evening's event. We eventually 
ended up at the Chief's House. Before Hiccup went in to get some 
rest, he turned to me with a sad expression. "Astrid, I'm sorry. It's 
all my fault everyone thinks you're Uncle Finn froze, 

"_It ' s okay," I said, giving a small smile, which Hiccup returned 
before wishing me goodnight and closing the door. With him now out of 
sight, my smile dropped into a frown. I knew that Hiccup was truly 
and genuinely sorry for what he had done, but that didn't change the 
fact that because of him, the Hofferson name was soiled. As I walked 
home I knew for certain, that despite what I told Hiccup, it was not 
okay ._ 



22. Revision (Astrid) 


**I don't know why, but I'm never satisfied with the chapter once 
I've finished them. Maybe it's self-consciousness or an inferiority 
complex or whatever, but still I feel like I'm not doing well enough 
in these chapters. I'm gonna have try harder I guess.** 

**ANYWAY, Enjoy this chapter and leave a review. Maybe you writers 
know how I can improve.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I leaned against the metal railing that formed the Kill Ring's 
roof. I swung my axe with half-hearted sluggishness. My mind had a 
lot of things flowing through it to focus properly on training. I had 
only come to the arena because I prided myself on being the best in 
front of everyone. There was nobody around at the moment so I felt I 
could relax and watch the clouds glide across the blue sky. It had 
been two days since Balder had told me that Hiccup was the one who 
spread the rumour of "Frozen" Finn Hofferson. After that every other 
memory fell into place. I now had a full understanding of how 
everything went from 5 years ago to now.<p> 

The problem was I didn't know what to do with this knowledge. When 
Balder had finished explaining, I had simply walked out of the hall. 
Balder made no move to stop me, no words were spoken, no expressions 
were exchanged, and my axe had hung loosely in my hand as trudged 
back home. I had stayed up all night mulling over the entire of my 
childhood. I had a best friend, whom had betrayed me, and so I had 
abandoned him to fix the damage he had caused. That was unforgivable, 
completely irredeemable. 

No, that was an exaggeration, but it sure felt as though Hiccup 
couldn't be forgiven. The problem was that Hiccup hadn't _meant_ for 
Uncle Finn to be ridiculed. That small detail made it so difficult, 
and threw everything I had thought out of whack. If Hiccup hadn't 
meant to do it, he didn't really deserve the isolation I had 
condemned him to. But even so Hiccup should have known what would 
happen if he told people what he saw. He could've at least made 
something up. 

I had spent all night like this, and the entire day before. Going 
back and forth, debating with myself on what I should do about the 
new information on the Hiccup situation. We didn't have Dragon 
Training over the past two days so I had avoided Hiccup for that 
time, and it also felt like he was avoiding me. Not just me, 
everybody as well. He avoided eye contact, kept slinked in the 
shadows, and disappeared into the woods for hours on end. I had only 
seen him once, when come out of the woods with a leather "thing" then 
disappeared back into the trees with two leather "things" a few hours 
after. I had spoken to Balder again this morning, to see if he could 
give me some advice. "I'm not so sure I can help you on this, Astrid" 
He had informed regrettably. Although after much persuasion he made a 
suggestion: Find a compromise. 

So there I was, waiting outside after thinking for the entire morn to 
decide what to do. I would get Hiccup alone, so that we didn't have 
an audience, then I would apologise for the "Fishbone" thing and then 
forgive him for what he did. 



"Ms. Hofferson, " a deep voice snapped me from my thoughts. Making me 
tense out of fighter's instinct. I was quick to recognise the man who 
had snuck up on me . I hadn't seen Dragon Hand at all since the Nadder 
lesson. Now he was hunched on the rails that made up the kill ring 
roof, remaining impossibly balanced on iron chains. I had wondered 
what caused his recent absence, but felt better not to ask. The 
Dragon Hunter kept everything close to the chest, never letting 
anyone in. "I hear that Hiccup was able to subdue the dragon two days 
ago, " 

It was obvious he wanted my opinion on the matter, most likely to 
separate the rumours from the truth. "It was incredible," I stated 
excitedly, not hiding how awed I was. "He just _scolded_ the 
Zippleback and it back into its cage. It was like he was telling off 
a dog for chewing an axe. I'd never seen anything like it," Dragon 
Hand coughed causing me to stop. I realised then that I was gushing 
and silenced myself, putting on a stoic face. 

"I knew he had it in him. From that moment he tried to save from that 
Lash Whipper, I knew had the makings of a warrior, " I looked up at 
the hunter. He was facing towards the woods, which got me 
thinkinga€ 1 

"Dragon Hand," the hooded man looked to me. "Do you know what 
Hiccup's been doing in the forest?" 

He hummed for a moment, as though thinking. "Can't say I do, nor 
could I make an accurate guess. All I know is he keeps disappearing 
behind the rocks and then I lose sight of him, " 

"You failed to track someone? That's a first," I'd never heard of the 
Dragon Hand losing watch of someone in those woods. Whenever I had 
gone to track him or his camp, he had always found me first. 

"No one is a bloodhound Miss Hofferson, " the hunter responded calmly 
"I can lose sight of prey just as easily as any hunter can. Besides, 
how big of a secret could the lad be hiding?" 

"You guys talking about me?" a nasally voice jumped me from behind. I 
instinctively made to punch my assailant but stopped just short of 
Hiccup's face, which was turned, ready for the hit. 

"Sif's golden hair. Hiccup!" I exclaimed, punching him lightly in the 
shoulder. "Don't sneak up on me like that," Hiccup grumbled something 
and I cringed inside when I realised, I might have hit him a little 
too hard. Before I could apologise, the others showed. I cursed under 
my breath at the Gods' sense of humour. Won't they give me one 
opportunity to be alone with Hiccup for more than five 
seconds ? 

"Today we'll be retaking the Gronckle lesson," Groans and complaints 
erupted from the twins, Snotlout, and even me. Why did we have to 
retake a lesson we had already completed? "We are doing this because 
last time, most of you failed the lesson. I want to see what you've 
learned from last time, " Great, I had to retake a lesson I had 
already succeeded in last time, purely because everyone else had 
lagged behind. Sometimes I swear I'm the only one fit to end this 
war . 


All though we complained as we entered the arena and drew our 



weapons, Gobber ignored us. Dragon Hand had moved from the chained 
roof to a wall on the far side of the arena. Above him, the elder was 
in the stands, leaning against her staff fixing each of us in her 
calculative gaze. Her eyes seemed to linger on Hiccup the most. I had 
to admit I was a little envious of Hiccup's sudden attention 
increase. Though I supposed he deserved it after his success during 
our last lesson. Beside Gothi was Gustav who had brought a group of 
his friends with him. "You gotta see him in action, guys. It was so 
cool! That dragon is cowering at his feet!" 

Snotlout was clearly delusional in regards of who Gustav was 
referring to. He flexed and took up multiple warrior stances for his 
"adoring" audience, completely obliviously to the fact that the other 
kids were watching the scrawniest of our class. "Righty 'o. Let's get 
started," Gobber announced, pulling down the lever. Just as before, 
the Gronckle burst from the doors the second the mechanics began 
clicking. The dragon had probably been in here so long it had learned 
that clicking cogs meant delicious vikings. 

This lesson seemed to go exactly like the last time we faced the rock 
munching demon. However there were shows of minor improvement. The 
twins didn't argue over who gets the flaming skull shield. But they 
did get into an idiotic debate over whose shield was better. Fishlegs 
managed to keep his attention on the Gronckle this time, which seemed 
to an improvement. For about three seconds. The Gronckle, having 
finished dealing with the twins, it sent the Ingerman a glare, 
growling lowly as the boy's legs quivered. The dragon had only opened 
its maw, orange fire glowing in the back of its throat, before 
Fishlegs squealed, throwing his hammer and shield into the air and 
running to the main gate. 

Snotlout seemed to have learned nothing from our first lesson. He 
spent the entire time breathing down my neck, until I finally snapped 
and began shouting at him to focus. Unfortunately, the Gronckle had 
taken noticed of my distraction and took the opening it had. I was 
able to bring up my shield in time, but I wasn't able to shift into a 
defensive stance. So when the ball of hot magma struck my shield, I 
was sent flying back a few feet. I cursed myself for allowing that 
idiot boy to distract me during a battle, I shouldn't have let my 
patience run thin. 

"Hey," Snoutlout angrily called out to the hovering beast. The 
Gronckle turned to Snotlout, its slitted eyes glaring down at the 
idiot. "Nobody flames my girl," he called swinging his mace, by the 
end of the handle. "Come down here and fight me like a man," The 
lizard snarled in fury at the Jorgenson's taunt. With speed, that I 
didn't know a Gronckle could possess, the Boulder Class dragon 
charged Snotlout. The boy screamed as he was sent careening through 
the air and into me. 

I looked up at the boy who was sprawled on top of me. He shook his 
head and then looked down at me . A toothy smirk spread across his 
face and I wanted so badly to kick his face in. "I knew you couldn't 
resist me, babe, " I rolled over, got off of the idiot and kicked him 
straight in the groin. 

"Don't you try that again or, I swear to Odin, you won't be able to 
touch anyone again, let alone me, " I turned the others, ignoring the 
groans of pain behind me. Thankfully no one had seen Snotlout on top 
of me. Everyone's attention was something _far_ more interesting. The 



Grockle was on its side, wagging its tail bludgeon like a puppy, as 
Hiccup rubbed his fist against its horned nose, smiling at the 
wriggling lizard. No one made a move to stop him; everyone was too 
shocked by the sight before them. Even Gothi seemed to have trouble 
processing what was happening before her. 

Hiccup eventually became aware of everyone staring at him. He 
immediately shied away from the Gronckle, who slowly seemed to come 
out of its strange stupor. Dragon Hand quickly lassoed the dragon 
before it could fully come to its senses and dragged it back to the 
pen. Everyone's eyes were still on the heir as he shuffled his feet 
nervously . 

"Uuuuh. Alright then," Gobber said slowly, trying to move the 
situation along. "That's, uh, that's all for today. Urn, go back to 
do, uh, something and, uh-, " seeing the blacksmith's struggle. Dragon 
Hand spoke over his rambling. 

"Lesson adjourned. You are all dismissed, but I would recommend you 
think carefully about your performance in today's lesson. Especially 
you, Snotlout, " said Jorgenson was picking himself up and attempting 
to work off the pain in between his legs. "You have showed almost no 
improvement since the previous lesson, and I think it would do you 
good to try and keep _away_ from Ms. Hofferson during the next few 
classes, " 

I looked shocked at the hunter's statement. Had he seen what 
happened? I was smiled at little n gratitude, but inside I felt like 
dancing for the remainder of the day. Einally, I'd be able to 
concentrate without Snotlout pestering every minute. Sure he would be 
allowed to come near me in his own time, but that didn't I had to 
accept it either. 

As we began filing out of the Kill Ring, Hiccup was suddenly swarmed 
Gustav and all the other younger kids of Berk. One of them, a little 
girl with brown hair braided into large devil horns, was hiding at 
the back of the group. 

"That was so cool. Hiccup, " One of Gustav's friends exclaimed in 
admiration . 

"Yeah, I've never seen a Gronckle do that," 

"How did you do it?" 

"Can you teach me?" 

Hiccup was quickly bombarded with compliments, questions, and 
requests from the kids, and the teens alike. I could easily see that 
he was crumbling under the pressure. I was about to give him hand 
when he suddenly exclaimed to his audience. "I a€" I left my axe back 
in the ring. You guys go on ahead. I'll- I'll catch up with 
you, " 

'That was weird, ' I thought. I get that he wanted to escape from the 
pressuring attention. But seriously, I could think of a way better 
excuse than that. Still no one made a move to follow him, so Hiccup 
continued to trek back to the now empty arena. Wait. This was 
perfect! The best opportunity to talk to Hiccup! 



"Hey, Hiccup. I'll come with you," I called, jogging to catch up with 
the auburn haired boy. His eyes grew wide at hearing my proposal. I 
heard him mumble stuttered sentences to himself, but I was too 
focused on the whirlpool of fear and apprehension that was tearing my 
mind apart. This was it the moment of truth. As we entered the Kill 
Ring, we both prepared ourselves for the talk neither of us were 
ready to have. 
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><pXstrong>It ' s always the end I struggle with most. It never sounds 
right no matter what way I try to write it. Ugh, writing is so much 
harder than I thought it would be. : ( BUT I SHALL NOT GIVE UP! I will 
persevere, I have been planning out this story for too long to just 
quit now. Maybe that's what it is. I've not really planned out this 
whole reconciliat ion thing between Astrid and Hiccup. Once I get past 
it maybe I'll be able to improve. YES! I'll start planning out the 
conversation with some fellow EE friends . <strong> 


23. An Understanding (Hiccup) 

**Yelp, this is done. Gotta say I'm more upset with the beginning of 
this one than I am the end, but I'll live with it. I think I need to 
sort out these requests I've been getting for the Book of Dragons. I 
also still haven't done a page for the Razorwhip yet. I need to pick 
up the pace. So yeah, leave a review, favourite and follow. Give me 
feedback and all that jazz. I'll get to work on the book.** 
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><p>"So, " Astrid' s voice broke me from thoughts, as she dragged out 
that word. "Where did you leave your axe?" I could feel my face 
heating up as panic set in. I was going to look like an idiot, and 
she'll kill me for wasting her time.<p> 

"Oh, I am, uh not sure," I responded, praying that she wouldn't punch 
me too hard. 

"Ok, urn, how about I search around here, and you check near the 
pens?" she suggested, well that bought sometime. I wordlessly nodded 
and headed over to the other side of the arena, and pretended to 
search for my axe. As I scanned the ground, I tried to get all my 
thoughts under wraps. Why had Astrid insisted on helping me find my 
axe? She could be spending her time on something of greater interest 
to her, like practicing or whatever else she does. Maybe she was 
tired of training, maybe she was just feeling nice. Why was I even 
questioning it? I should count my blessings that Astrid decided to 
come with me . 

"You find it?" Astrid called over. I looked up to see her halfway 
across the ring making her way towards me. Well, I managed to put it 
off for about 21 seconds, but now I'm a dead man. 

"N-no. I don't understand I could have sworn I had it around here," I 
gestured widely to our right, by the Zippleback pen. "Maybe Gobber 
picked it up, or maybe the Gronckle burned it during the lesson, " I 
suggested, refusing to meet Astrid' s eye. Hopefully she wouldn't beat 
me senseless if she believed I hadn't brought her when I with the 
intention of wasting her time. 



"You never had it with you today, did you?" And of course she manages 
is to work out it completely by herself. I chuckle nervously as she 
smirked knowingly at me. Wait, did she know I was lying to begin 
with? Then why did she want to come with me in the first place? There 
was no point in lying to her now; I might as well tell her the 
truth . 

"No, I just, uh I needed to get away from them. I'm not particularly 
used to people invading my personal space," I wasn't sure what I 
expected from Astrid. Maybe a roll of her eyes, or a punch in the 
gut, but I definitely didn't expect her to chuckle. 

"Lucky you," She declared, prodding me in the stomach. "I can't seem 
to get them out of mine, " Is this what she doing? Is she trying to 
rub in her superiority? No that's not what it is. She's warning me to 
back off, trying to assert herself. So just because I've sudden 
gotten a little better she has to push me down a peg? 

"I figured you loved everyone grovelling at your feet," Wait, did I 
just say that?! Why would I say that? I can't challenge Astrid 
Hofferson, she's Astrid Hofferson. The name Hofferson alone speaks 
volumes of how much pain she could put me in. 

Thankfully she seemed to miss my sarcasm, because she laughed. "While 
having the twins kissing my boots would be pretty cool, I don't think 
I could handle that level of praise, " She was being subtle at this 
point, but I could tell she was just acting nice. The smile on her 
face was forced, and it looked ready to turn to a snarl at any 
second . 

"Yeah, I bet, " I scoffed and turned away, pretending to examine the 
pen doors. I don't know where I suddenly gained the courage or idiocy 
to challenge Astrid. But I did nothing to stop it. She has been 
making no sense for the past week. One day she's civil, then she's 
evasive, then she's angry, and now she was being way too friendly to 
be comfortable. She was being so incredibly confusing, and it was 
making me incredibly frustrated. 

"What's with you. Hiccup?" What's with me?! What with _her_? She's 
acting like we were still friends. Like she never drifted away and 
left me in the dust. Why did she suddenly feel the need to be 
friendly when she's already made it clear she hates me? 

"Me, nothing," She didn't respond this time, so I turned to face her. 
She was fidgeting with her fingers. She was looking down at the 
ground. She was shifting uncomfortably under my gaze, now that was 
even worse. I wasn't used to seeing Astrid so anxious, so small, and 
so vulnerable. 

"I'm, I'm sorry," Dida€l..did she just apologise? She never 
apologised, to anyone. "For yelling at you and for calling 
youa€ 1 .y'know," She wants me to forgive her, she wants me to forgive 
her just like that. Did she seriously think that would make it 
better? My blood boiled in my veins, and now I didn't care if she 
beat me. 

"That's it, you're sorry?" I growled. She seemed flinch slightly. 
"Believe it or not, Astrid. Sorry doesn't make me feel better. It 
doesn't stop the torment. And it doesn't redeem you for what you 



did," Astrid stop shuffling, and looked up at me. She frowned, as 
though she was confused by what I meant. "You abandoned me. You went 
off with Snotlout and the others, and left me in the dust. And you 
think I can just forgive you like that, " Astrid looked up sudden red 
with anger. 

"Oh and you think you're any better?" She seethed. A fire seemed to 
light in her eyes. She was looking more like herself again. I was 
beginning to regret standing up to her. "Why is it that I'm the 
guilty party, but you are completely innocent?" 

"What are you talking about? I'm the one who was left rejected and 
ridiculed, " 

"Oh yeah. Well, what about Uncle Finn?" I had been ready to retort, 
ready to say something to put her back down. But there was nothing I 
could say to that. "You say that what I did was unforgivable? Sorry 
doesn't cut it when I call you names, but it redeems you for shaming 
my family and letting Snotlout and the twins mock me for weeks, " From 
that point, it had become a shouting match and we each began 
screeching at each other like angry Nadders . 

"Well, what did you expect me to do?" 

"You could have stood up for me. I had been protecting you since the 
day we became friends, but the second I became the target you did 
nothing to help, " 

"Oh is that why you abandoned me? You wanted me to know what it felt 
like. At least everyone stopped talking about your uncle after a few 
months. My suffering has lasted a lot longer than that. I wouldn't be 
surprised if you put Snotlout 's attention on me to stop your own 
ridicule, " 

"I didn't abandon you. Hiccup. You abandoned me. The second I started 
taking the hits you ran off in hopes that I would be the new source 
of ridicule, " 

"You really think I would do something that low?" 

"Do you really think I would?" I was about to retort, but Astrid cut 
me off. "When I called you that name, you know what happened after? I 
cried. Hiccup, " Whatever I had planned to say got caught in my now 
dry throat. "I thought to myself 'Why? Why am I crying? All I did was 
put that idiot in his place, ' But Balder told me why. I had repressed 
memories, of us. When I started remembering everything that I had 
with you, I felt like such an idiot for pushing you away. I wanted to 
tell you that I'm sorry for everything I did, show that I was finally 
ready to forgive you for that night. That was why I tried to get you 
alone so that I could talk to and work everything out, " Her voice 
began to crack and I now saw her in a new light. 

She wasn't an angry, jealous, or conniving warrior trying to push me 
back into the mud. She was a sad, panicking friend who feared that 
she had hurt me. Great job. Hiccup. You've probably ruined everything 
now. Balder was right, I should've given her chance . 

"You were right, " I whispered. Astrid looked, silently questioning 
what I meant. "You _are_ right. You were only trying to fix something 
that I had broken. I did abandon you, and I deserve everything that 



you did to me. Whether you intended it to happen or not," Astrid 
looked ready to protest, but I didn't give her the opportunity. "I 
wish I was like you Astrid. You're the prodigal daughter of Berk. 
Everyone looks up to you, because you represent everything a viking 
should be, and then there's me. Berk's heir, the future chief, and 
not a battle to my name. I'm supposed to be the face of the Hooligans 
when dad steps down, but how can I be that. I'm a useless, 
destructive fishbone, " 

I felt Astrid' s firm grip on my shoulder, but I refused to look at 
her. I couldn't face her after everything all the hurtful things I 
had said to her. "You are not useless. Hiccup, " Astrid stated firmly. 
"You need to forget what I had said to you that day, because I was 
being an idiot. You might not think I'm telling the truth, but I 
believe in you, " 

Yeah, right," I muttered. Astrid sighed in response. 

"Okay, maybe I don't, but I can try to. I mean your machine worked 
during the last raid, right? Sure you didn't hit the Night Fury like 
you wanted to, but still an Idunfright isn't someth!-," 

"I really did shoot down the Night Fury," Wait, I didn't say that 
aloud did I? Please, Thor tell me I didn't say that aloud. I looked 
up at Astrid to see her mouth open a confused look on her face. She 
sighed again, although this one seemed more exaggerated. 

"Okay, Hiccup. You make it really hard to prove I believe in you when 
you say things like that," she stated. I could tell she didn't say it 
with the intent of upsetting me, but it did rub the wrong way. I 
should just count my blessing that she didn't follow up on what I 
said. If I had slipped up completely and she met Toothless- 

"I did shoot it down. I can show you," Are you kidding?! Why were 
these words coming out of my mouth? ! I looked at Astrid who seemed to 
be contemplating my offer. Please just dismiss it. Please just 
dismiss it. Please just dismiss it. 

The blond axe maiden looked up with a small smile on her face. "Okay, 
Hiccup. If you say you can show me that you shot down the Night Fury, 
I'll give you the benefit of the doubt," Oh come on. It was at times 
like this that I know for a fact that Loki was messing with me. 

I internally groaned before nodding my head. "Okay. I, uh, just need 
to pick something up from the forge and then we can go, " Astrid 
nodded in agreement and followed me out of the ring. 

I honestly don't what to make of the last few seconds. On the bright 
side, I was friends with Astrid againaO 1 .1 think? I doubted we were 
back to the level of friendship we had before all this, but we had 
some sort of understanding now. Down side: The chances of that new 
found understanding likely to be ruined once they step into the cove. 
I entered the forge, passing Gobber, who was napping in a chair 
dangerously close the forge. I walked into my drawing room and fished 
out the saddle and the harness from the basket behind the piles of 
scrap shoved at the back. 

I walked out with both pieces of equipment under my arm. Astrid 
looked at them with a raised eyebrow. "Why do you need those things?" 
she inquired "You're only go to show me where you killed the Night 



Fury, " 

I cringed at the last four words of that sentence and stuttered at 
response. "It's a lot more complicated than that," 

"How complicated could it be?" she inquired dryly. 

"Very complicated, " I responded in the same manner. As we both 
ventured out into the forest, I attempted to mentally prepare myself 
for the second conversation neither of us would be ready to have. 
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><pXstrong>HEY FISHLEGS! Get a letter out to Heather, we have some 
questions we need to ask her about Windshear ! <strong> 


24. Astrid, Toothless (Hiccup) 

**DAMMIT! Why does it take me so long to do these freaking uploads. 
I've barely even TOUCHED the manual and I want sort out my other 
non-HTTYD stories. Ugh, I need start committing to this more. Here's 
chapter 24, if you don't mind I'mma go do some Manual pages.** 
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><p>My heart was beating ten times faster than it should, and so 
loudly I can almost hear inside my chest. It didn't help that an 
awkward silence filled the air as Astrid and I stepped over roots, 
stones and mounds of dirt. I wanted to say something, to maybe 
explain everything as we walked. But chances were if I did that she 
would leave before I had a chance to show her. So I trudged on, the 
saddle and tailfin under my arm, very conscious of the axe wielding 
girl following closest behind me. While we walked I thought back to 
our argument in the arena. I wasn't sure how I felt about Astrid 
right now. I knew that she wasn't bitter, or trying to mess with me, 
that she legitimately wanted to reconcile with me. But would she 
really be willing to trust me after this? Considering I was about to 
take to see the greatest and most feared of our enemies whom I had 
set free on our own home: highly unlikely. She would likely head back 
to the village and bring the entire village to kill both me and 
Toothless before the night was over. But I already had myself trapped 
in this situation, so the only thing I could do was play it through 
and hope that Astrid' s desire to be friends would outweigh her duty 
to Berk: again, very unlikely. <p> 

"So where exactly are we going?" Astrid inquired. I figured that she 
would ask eventually. After all, I would probably be a bit concerned 
if someone had brought me this deep into a forest. 

"Well when I shot it down, I thought the dragon had landed off Raven 
Point. So I went to look around the area, but it was until I got 
deeper into the forest, round about here, that I found him, " 

Astrid seemed to stop for a second, before shaking her head and 
following me further into the foliage. I looked around the 
surrounding the trees to try and find the thin broken tree that 
landmarked Toothless' crash site. What would I do if Astrid did try 
to tell the village? What would Toothless do? I shivered at the 
prospect of Toothless attacking Astrid, or Astrid putting axe through 



Toothless' neck. I honestly didn't which was worse. 


"Uh, Hiccup, " I looked behind me to see the shieldmaiden pointing 
towards a long path of upturned earth. I cursed myself for not 
spotting it myself. I stumbled past the trees between us and the spot 
where Toothless had been trapped. The bola net was still laid out 
with three of the ropes cut. Dropping the saddle and tailfin top my 
side, I picked up the rope, looking over the chords I had broken. "It 
broke out, " Astrid exclaimed. 

"No," I responded "I, uh, Ia€l" I sighed to calm my nerves, I looked 
up at Astrid who was waiting to hear what I wanted to say. "I kinda 
sorta let, him, go, " 

"You WHAT?!" I cringed at her volume, and in preparation for Astrid' s 
ever so common physically violent response to idiocy. It didn't come 
at all, in fact when I opened my eyes, Astrid was leaning against the 
boulder Toothless had pinned me to and was rubbing her temple. 
"B-b-but you're still alive. Why would a dragon spare? Dragons don't 
spare people. Gobber even said so in our first lesson: Dragons always 
go for the kill. Why and how could it let you live?" 

Wow, I was legitimately surprised. "I didn't think you would be 
thinking about that stuff, " I smiled at her until she looks up with a 
defensive glare. "N-not that I'm saying you're not smart. You are 
very smart. I-I just, uh thought you'd be more focused on the fact 
that I let an incredibly dangerous dragon loose, " 

"Oh, don't get me wrong Hiccup Horrendous Haddock. I am very angry 
that you would take such a stupidly huge risk like that, " The blonde 
warrior growled and I chuckled nervously. "But you lived and I doubt 
you got away without punishment, so what I want to know is why did 
the dragon let you go?" 

"Well it wasn't the only opportunity he had," I admitted sheepishly, 
picking the saddle and the fin back up and turning to follow my 
memorised path towards the cove. "I found him after our first lesson. 
I wanted to know the same thing that you do. So I tracked him down to 
an even deeper part of the forest. He spotted me, and just stood 
there staring at me. He looked-," 

I didn't know how to word what he looked like. 'Nice' didn't seem to 
match what I had seen of the big lizard. 'Afraid' didn't cut it quite 
right either, though he was very defensive. Not so much that it was 
snarling at me or growling in warning, more ready to strike if he 
needed to. But it didn't look like he wanted to. It looked more like 
he wanted to know why I spared him, just as I did the same. 

"Curious, " I decided on, and it felt right, but there was something 
more to it that I couldn't place. 

We eventually reached the narrow entrance to cove. I took a deep 
breath and turned to Astrid, who was steadily making her way down the 
slope path of loose rocks. Her axe clinked against the spikes of her 
skirt in the small space. Oh Thor, her axe. Toothless had reacted 
badly at seeing me with a dagger. He'll go berserk if he sees a 
weapon that had decapitated dragons since the beginning of this war. 
"Uh, Astrid. You kinda need to leave your axe here, " 

"What, why?" She demanded, clutching the handle of her signature 
weapon a little more tightly. 



"It's important. I'm not asking you to throw it away. Just keep it 
here before we go through, " The axe maiden before me, frowned 
grumpily. She looked down as if what I was about to show her would be 
worth abandoning her family axe. After a very long and awkward 
feeling wait, she sighed. With her eyes closed in an apprehensive 
expression, she bent down and gently leant her axe against the 
ground . 

She slowly stood, and I lead her out into the open space of the cove. 
My heart was now racing at twice the speed it was before. Each step 
we took into the centre of the large pit. I couldn't see the black 
dragon anywhere. I checked each shadow for movement, but each was too 
small to actually be where the Night Fury was hiding. I decided it 
was probably best that I actually prepare Astrid for what she was 
about to see. 

"Okay, he's hiding right now," I whispered to the blonde teen. 

Her brows lifted in surprise and confusion. "Who? Hiccup what is 
going?" Her voice was quaking slightly, but she hid her fear well 
with an annoyed frown. "You're starting weird me out with this 
secretive stuff, " 

"Astrid, before anything happens, I want to ask you a question?" I 
persisted, trying to calm my racing heart. She nodded for me to 
continue. "Do you promise to listen to me, even if it seems 
absolutely ridiculous and dangerous?" I was a little nervous 
mentioning the danger of what I was about to do, but I had to let her 
know what she was in for. This was her last opportunity to back 
out . 

She looked deeply into my eyes and I couldn't help but feel warmth in 
her blue gaze. I tried to avert my own eyes to hide my embarrassment, 
but Astrid roughly gripped my chin and forced me to look back at her, 
so that she could further scan me with her eyes. I was left to stare 
back into her beautiful irises as they dilated with determination and 
strength, though they also shook with unease. It was as if I was into 
her very soul, like I had done with Toothless before. I could see 
her, and she could see me. 

Eventually she let me go and then lightly pushed me to give us both 
some space. "I trust you. Hiccup, " she stated, unsmiling. Her body 
was relaxed, but clearly prepared should she need to defend 
herself . 

I nodded and then turned out to the open air. "Toothless," I called 
a€" no response. "Come on out, bud. I want you to meet her my 
friend," I gestured to Astrid, behind me. There was no sign of him, I 
looked over to every shadow and the corner that he could be hiding 
behind, but no movement came from them. I considered that he might 
have climbed out of the cove, but I'd seen him attempt it before and 
he never even came close. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid hissed behind me, accompanied by a second more 
animalistic hiss. I turned to see the black form of Toothless 
circling the tense viking, growling int imidat ingly . His front was 
pushed up by his forelegs, allowing him to appear slightly taller 
than Astrid. This was the one time I truly saw her express fear so 
openly. She stared at the black reptile as it moved. Her body shook 



and her lips trembled. She looked up to me with her scared blue eyes. 
"Help, " she whispered so quietly I had to read her lips to properly 
make it out. Toothless must have heard because he growled angrily. 

I slowly approached the two. Moving slowly towards the dragon, so as 
not to give Astrid time to process what was about to happen. "Astrid, 
just keep calm and stay still, " I told her, before directing my 
attention to the Night Fury. "Toothless," I called. The dragon looked 
up to me. He had currently surrounded Astrid with his body. If she 
moved, he'd be on her in seconds. "It's okay, bud," he whispered in a 
low voice. "This is Astrid. She's a nice viking like me," Both 
warriors looked at me disbelieving. 

Toothless scrutinized Astrid, sniffing her. The girl shuddered at the 
exhaling breath that touched her neck. "She's not going to hurt you," 
I promised, inching a few steps closer till I was in front of the 
ebony scaled lizard. His distrusting gaze on Astrid turned soft and 
curious when he looked back to me. 

"Hiccup, what are you doing?" I heard Astrid ask. I looked to her and 
then I had an idea. I slowly took Astrid by the wrist, and moved her 
out of the circle Toothless' body had made around her. The Night Fury 
crouched to his normal height, looking up to us, he regarded my hand 
gripped securely around the girl's wrist. His eyes filled with 
guarded curiosity. 

Slowly I lifted Astrid' s hand up towards his snout. The braid haired 
warrior try and succeeded in pulling out of my grip, but I stubbornly 
gripped her wrist again. "Please, Astrid," I whispered. 

"You want me to put my hand in a dragon's mouth," she growled 
back . 

"Not in his mouth, " I promised, slowly taking her hand again "Just on 
his head, " She batted my hand away, and Toothless growled at her 
attack. I turned to him, and stroked his head. He calmed down a 
little but was still glaring at Astrid. "It's okay, bud. You just 
need to show her you're a nice dragon," 

I looked back to Astrid, whose eyes were as wide as the moon. 

"Hiccup, has Loki possessed you're brain?! You're talking to a 
_dragon_! " 

"I know. Please Astrid, I'll answer all of your questions, but first 
you two need to calm down, " She looked at me sceptically, her hand 
twitching nervously. Her hesitance was actually a good sign. It meant 
she was a least listening to what I had to say. I was honestly 
surprised that she chose not to act on her instincts and attack us 
both or even run to inform the village. 

I went to take her a hand again, but flinched away at her glare. She 
lifted her hand up to Toothless, fingers curled in to make a fist if 
needed. Toothless backed up a little, his claws scratching into the 
dirt beneath him. I stroked my palm over his scales to calm him down. 
Astrid moved closer, now standing in front of the black dragon. His 
eye softened and leaned towards Astrid ever so slightly. The viking 
girl shut her eyes and quickly pushed her hand onto the dragon's 
muzzle a little forcefully. Toothless' eyes went wide and he grunted 
a little at her sudden movement. His gaze fixed itself on Astrid 
rough fingers resting on his smooth snout. Astrid' s own eyes slowly 



opened and looked back into the large green eyes of the dragon before 
her. She gasped silently, her mouth hung open with awe at what she 
now saw. 

I sighed thankfully. "Well, I'm glad that you two didn't tear each 
other part," I said nervously. Both dragon and viking broke their 
bond at the sound of my voice. Toothless huffed and then moved away 
from Astrid towards the lake, mostly likely to drink. 

"Okay," Astrid breathed shakily. "Well, Hiccup. If your plan was to 
make me feel crazy you succeeded, " 

I moved towards her "Astrid, I promise you I can expla-, " 

"Hiccup, " Astrid growled "Just, give me a minute to work this out, 
okay," She spoke sharply, and it shut me up . I watched her rub her 
temple with her hand for a good tern minutes. Feeling very awkward and 
strangely sweaty. I tried to find something to distract myself but 
Toothless had now decided to take a nap. So I sat down and started to 
draw some pictures into the soil with a twig I had found. 

I'm not sure how long I was sat there for, but I had manage to finish 
a near perfect doodle of Toothless sitting on his haunches and I had 
just started another doodle when Astrid spoke up. 

"Not bad," I jumped at her offhand comment, stumbling. 

"Uh, thanks?" I said uncertainly. I was definitely not used to 
getting complimented for my art. Though that was mainly because I 
kept my drawings hidden. I was especially not used to _Astrid_ giving 
me compliments, though she seemed to be doing a lot of that recently. 
This one seemed more genuine than the other compliments she had given 
me, probably because it was more offhanded. 

"Okay, Hiccup. Start from the beginning," I gestured for her to sit 
with me and I began to explain. 
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><pXstrong>Maybe I'm just really self conscious, but I swear these 
chapter ending just keep getting worse and worse . <strong> 


End 
f ile . 



